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Foreword 

Chris Hall - Chairman of Purbeck Independent Simpletons Society 
The Purbeck Independent Simpletons! Society started Our registrar, Dave Wheatley has an expertise for put- 
life in 2010 by Hughie Elmes in the Kings Arms, North ting together and editing such documents. Aided by 
Street, Wareham. It was considered a creche for old Rob Brailsford the first Chronicle is now in print. 
men. 

Any funds raised to cover the printing costs will also 
Due to ill health, he passed the Chairman mantle to include a donation to our charity Prostate Cancer 
Barrie Robinson, who in turn passed the mantle to me. Research. 


Hughie visited once since then at a Ladies Day with his 
wife Sue, where the annual knob tossing competition 
was held, as well as the musical tube orchestra, con- 
ducted by Dave Burbidge. 


These events still continue, but things must evolve. 
Members 'go on! and new members join. 


Over the time I've been Chairman I have accrued a 
mass of paperwork, mainly letters to and from various 
organisations both in the UK and abroad. Some of us 
thought it would be a good idea to collate these docu- 
ments into The Chronicles of PISS. 


Independent Simpletons Society. Seen here with Chris Hall, Chairman of P.IS.S. 
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Chapter One - January 2023 


No meeting this month due to the Covid plague 
sneaking back to have another pop at us. 
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Chapter Two - February 2023 


P.ILS.S. 
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Fellow Simpletons, 


Since I last wrote I think you will agree that not a lot 
has happened other than in Health, Strikes, 
Government, Prime Ministers, War and the gentlemen 
of PISS relocating to another hostelry in our fair town. 
Our new base has carpet so the members who have 
always worn slippers when travelling here on the bus 
will feel more at home. 


Now that Covid has calmed slightly, the pubs have re- 
opened and welcomed us back by closing earlier in the 
evening and raising prices to make up for the loss of 
earnings caused by closing early. Some have had to 
have the ‘last orders’ bell recalibrated to ring at 10 pm. 


Having recently changed our National Anthem for the 
Carolean Era we now have to change the PISS Anthem 
for the Horse and Groom era. Introducing St. John into 
the anthem could be achieved in the same way Norman 
St. John Stevas introduced ‘Singeon’ into his name. 
Who would have thought that an insignificant little 
bloke like him would be so helpful after all this time? 


Levelling up has been a mantra of the last three gov- 
ernments over the past year. I’m pleased to see that 
beer prices in the north of England have started to 
catch up with us in the south and that North 
Staffordshire Oatcakes are now available in Sainsbury’s 
in Wareham. 


Purbeck Independent Simpletons Society 


Bertannia’s Last Stand by Burb - Est. January 2010 
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Advances in medical research have helped combat dis- 
ease and creating natural looking Prosthetics. 
Politicians and other dishonest people who have had 
their fingers burned by being in the till can now have 
replacements fitted. They will however have to wait for 
this NHS treatment along with other urgent operations 
behind those who want Gender Reassignment. Those 
who identify as the opposite sex really need to grow a 
pair! They identify as ‘They’ which is most confusing. 
Maybe ‘Tother’s or simply ‘Standy Uppers’ or ‘Sitty 
Downers’ would be easier. Thankfully the LGBTQ+ 
community don’t go on about it. 


The advances in fitting Prosthetics might even extend 
to fitting new feet and wing tips to the Ducks, Geese 
and Swans who have lost them while attempting land- 
ings in the acid waters of Stoke on Trent’s Hanley Park 
Lake. It might be worth asking, it could really take off, 
which is more that can be said about the Ducks, Geese 
and Swans. 


You've got to admire the Chinese. Despite being kept 
indoors for nearly three years they have continued to 
try and export all over the World. The balloon delivery 
service hasn’t worked. They were trying to emulate the 
Wright brothers but two Wong’s didn’t make it right. 
Generally the quality of their goods is poor. I recently 
ordered a pack of ‘Zinghaou Paper Shoe Stretchers’ but 
they just didn’t ast’. 


Bye tor now, Nic (simply a simple simpleton) 


G'day Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons, 


You told me you weren’t having a January meeting but 
welcome to your new home at The Doom and Gloom. 
I'd heard a lot about the Kings Arms over the years so 
I'll be sorry not to visit it when I come over there next 
year. I read that the Kings Arms got a second in the 
Annual Toilet Awards for Most Ineffective Hand Dryer 
(the winner was the Chef’s Delight café in Tidworth). 
There have been a few pub incidents here in Upper 
Buccrabendinni over the summer holidays. 


This guy walked into the pub next to the hospital with 
his hospital gown on and holding a drip on a stand that 
was still connected to his veins. The barman asked him 
how he could help and he said, “Can I have 2 pints of 
Fosters, 2 pints of Guinness, 4 Jack Daniels and coke, 3 
gin and tonics, and 6 shots of tequila.” The barman 
poured the drinks and put them on the bar one at a 
time. The man in the gown downed them in order and 
finished on the shots of tequila which he dispatched 
one at a time in a quick pace. He then looked really sad 
and said, “I shouldn’t have drunk all that with what I’ve 
got.” The barman said, “Why what have you 

got?” He said, “About $5.” 


As I have perhaps said, Wendell is very shy but he was 
in the pub and sees a beautiful woman sitting at the bar. 
After an hour of gathering up his courage, he finally 
goes over to her and asks tentatively, “Um, would you 
mind if I chatted with you for a while?” She responds 
by yelling, at the top of her voice, “NO! I will not sleep 
with you!” Everyone at the bar is now staring at them. 
Naturally, Wendell is extremely embarrassed and slinks 
back to his table. After a few minutes, the woman walks 
over to him and apologises. She smiles and says quiet- 
ly, “I'm sorry if I embarrassed you. You see, I’m a psy- 
chology student and I’m studying how people respond 
to embarrassing situations.” So, Wendell says at the top 
of his voice, “WHAT DO YOU MEAN $800?” 


Two of our members’ wives were walking home from 
the pub and they both have to piss so they slip into a 
nearby cemetery. One uses her panties to wipe herself, 
and the other uses a wreath off a head stone. At our 
next meeting, the husbands meet at the bar, one looks 
at the other and says, "I'm gonna have to watch my 
wife, she came home with no knickers last night." The 
other one says, "Oh well, mine came home with a card 
wedged in her ass saying, “You were loved and will be 
missed by the whole fire department.” 


A.R.S.E. 


Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 


Based in Upper Buckrabendinni - Established 2021 


What do you think about all these UFO’s over North 
America? We call them “Cherries” over here. Tell Chris 
it’s because of Bournemouth’s relationship with the 
Premier League. No one knows how they got there, 
they seem to be drifting aimlessly and everyone knows 
it’s only a matter of time before they come down again. 


Hope Kate is well. Charlene is pissed with me at the 
moment — well, when I told her that her eyeliner was 
too high, she looked surprised. With all this cost of liv- 
ing crisis she wants to get solar panels but when the 
salesman told me how much it would cost, I told him to 
stick his solar panels where the sun don’t shine. 


That’s all from me for now. Say Hello to all your guys in 
Purbeckland. Will be in touch again in time for next 
month’s meeting. 


Keep it simple 


Bruce and the Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 
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The Australian Outback 


Greetings to Hugh, The Simpleton crew... 
Bob, Caroline and Joe too. 


Yes, ladies and genteelmen. The DRIVEL returns! 


It's been a long time since last we met. Covid being 
probably the main reason, but it's great to be back in 
the tropics of Purbeckland as opposed to the per- 
mafrosted Polar Potteries of the North Midlands. 
Since I arrived here late last night, I've had to remove 
three vests, the last one being almost a surgical 
manoeuvre. Hairs and everything stuck to it. Sorry... 
that may have been a bit too much information, but I 
am thinking of offering it to Chester zoo as a gorilla 
comfort blanket. 


Moving swiftly on. The Purbeck Independent 
Simpleton Society now have a new venue for their gath- 
erings. The Horse & Groom. Thank you for accepting 
us, Bob, Caroline and Joe. Sincerely hope you don't 
live to regret it. How possibly could you though, con- 
fronted by such a fine body of Simpleton insanity. 


The other day I was pondering as to what to call a 
group of Simpletons ... you know like a group of Owls 
is a Parliament a School of Whales or a Murmuration of 
Starlings. After much pondering I came up with a 


"Splurge of Simpletons". 
Any other suggestions would be most welcome. 


Last month being January of a new year, no letters 
were exchanged, because of the pending re-housing of 
the venue of "Splurge Meetings". So a complete lack 
of drivel ensued until NOW. As a result of that I failed 
to tell you of my New Year resolutions that I wasn't 
going to stick to. However one was to try and get a lit- 
tle fitter. By that I don't mean a vertically challenged 
welder mechanic ... I mean some sort of attempt to get 
fit. However I have to admit I failed to make it to the 
gym last month, which actually makes it five consecu- 
tive years on the trot. Or not on the trot as the case 
may be. But at least I am walking to the pub now. My 
wife drops me off 100 yards from the door and next 
week I'm attempting 125 yards. How healthy is that? 


Now I am semi retired I find that beer is the very rea- 
son I get out of bed every afternoon. As dear old Dean 
Martin once said, You are not drunk if you can lie in 
the street without holding onto the kerb” The greatest 
invention in the history of mankind is beer. The wheel 
was also a good invention ... especially when they 
invented three more ... But Beer is better! In modera- 


5.H.LT.S. 
Stoke’s Humane Independent Trust for Simpletons 
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tion of course, unlike our friend and fellow Simpleton, 
Theo Robin Piles (known to his chums as Throbbin 
Piles) The last time he gave a urine sample, they had to 
remove the hops first. 


Jabez Machin our retired Saggar Makers Bottom 
Knocker friend, had a Rowing Machine given to him 
for Christmas. When I asked him how he was doing, he 
said ... "It's blurry useless. I can't use it because the 
thing was delivered with no Oars .! But I have found 
another use for it now, which is very relaxing ... as I 
just sit in it with a beer, ponder and drift!" He's a boy 
isn't he our Jabez? Proper limp under the cap he is! 


Talking of pondering, should we pinch a peck of pon- 
derment to pre-empt Purbeckian proceedings? Ponder 
on these. 


In our senior years, does the term "getting a bit of 
action" mean that we don't need to take our laxative 
today? 


A baguette in a cage. Is that bread in captivity? 


Wonder-Woman was lying stark naked on her bed, legs 
akimbo, when suddenly, Spider-Man swung through 
the open window un-announced, landed awkwardly and 
fell on top of Wonder-Woman. Was she surprised I 
hear you all ask? Yes she was. Very surprised ... But 
not half as much as the Invisible Man was! Proper 
surprised he was! 


Enough drivel for this month and so till next time. 
Thank you one and all for your hospitality and compan- 
ionship. Until the next "Splurge". 


Keep it Simple. 
Simply Yours. 


Keith for and on behalt of Stoke's Humble Independent 
Troop of Simpletons. 
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Chapter Three - March 2023 
A.R.S.E. 
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G'day Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons, 


Glad to hear your first meeting of 2023 went well and 
hope all the PISS members have booked their prostate 
tests. 


Wendell went to the doctor for a check-up with a long 
list of complaints. The doctor asked to speak to his wife 
alone and says, "There is nothing the matter with 
Wendell. Cook him three meals a day, let him watch 
sport, don’t complain at him too much or expect him to 
listen. Limit his exposure to the in-laws and make love 
to him once a week, then, he'll probably live another 20 
years." 


She returns to Wendell in the waitng room. He asks, 
"What did the doctor tell you?" She says "He said 
you're going to be dying soon." 


Wendell’s brother is our local travel agent and he saw 
an elderly lady and an older gentleman peering in his 
shop window at the posters showing the glamorous 
destinatons around the world. The agent had had a 
good week and the dejected couple looking in the win- 
dow gave him a rare feeling of generosity. 


He called them into his shop, "I know that on your pen- 
sion you could never hope to have a holiday like this, 
so Iam sending you off to a fabulous resort at my 
expense, and I won't take no for an answer." He took 
them inside and asked his secretary to issue two flight 
tickets and book a room in a five star hotel. They, as 
you'd expect, gladly accepted, and were off! 


About a month later the little old lady came in to his 
shop. "And how did you like your holiday?" he asked 
eagerly. "The flight was exciting and the room was love- 
ly," she said. "I've come to thank you. But, one thing 
puzzled me. Who was that old fart I had to share the 
room with?" 


A young pommie has been visiting Upper 
Buccrabendinni for a few years now. During his last 
visit he finally managed to seduce the hotel owner's 
gorgeous daughter, so he couldn't wait to come here 
again this year. Looking forward to an exciting few 
days, he dragged his suitcase up the stairs of the 
hotel and saw his lover with an infant on her lap! 


Based in Upper Buckrabendinni - Established 2021 


"Helen, why didn't you tell me when you learned you 
were pregnant?" he cried. "I would have rushed up 
here, we could have got married, and the baby would 
have my name!" 


"Well," she said, "when my folks found out about us 
and that I was pregnant, we sat up all night talking and 
decided it would be better to have a bastard in the fami- 
ly than a pommie." 


I was talking to our milkman last week and he said he’s 
slept with every woman in our street except one. When 
I told my missus, Charlene, she said, “I bet it’s that 
stuck up bitch at number 5.” 


That’s all I’ve got for this month. Say hello to the 
Purbeck Simpletons. But one last thought. If at first 
you don’t succeed, then skydiving probably isn’t for 
you. 


Keep it simple 
Bruce and the Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 


“Frankley, I don’t enjoy prostrate exams 
any more than you do!” 


Greetings to Hugh, The Simpleton crew... 
Bob, Caroline and Joe too. 


First of all, let me say thank you to all you Purbeck 
Simpletons for your hospitality last month at your first 
Meet at the Horse and Groom. Thoroughly enjoyed it 
and it was good to re-unite and see so many friendly 
faces again. A Super Splurge of Simpletons 


Had a good chat and catch up with Roadkill Clive. It’s 
good to note that he is still active in keeping the 
highways and byways clean by tidying up all the local 
roadkill. His recipes of badger broth, fox fondue and rat 
ratatouille were fascinating. However he still hasn’t con- 
jured up one for cyclists yet. Maybe by next time he 
will. 


Talking of roads. Had to attend one of those driving 
awareness courses the other week. Bored me to tears, 
until the instructor saw me nodding off and shouted in 
my direction ... “If you suddenly see an old man and a 
young child in the middle of the road ... What do you 
hit?” Trying to sound somewhat intelligent, I said, 
“Well ... it’s a difficult one is that. But I'd like to think 
that the old man has had a half decent life, but the 
young child has his whole life ahead of him, so of the 
two, I’d have to hit the old man!” 


His reply nearly knocked me over, he bellowed “ THE 
BRAKES, you clown. You’d hit THE BRAKES!” Some 
people do get over agitated don’t you think.? 


I reckon getting older is not as bad as some folk think, 
as your supply of brain cells are finally down to a 
manageable size. Also, we are not expected to eat 
health foods as we need all the preservatives we can 
get and then we can do what no youngsters can do at 
all. We can laugh, cough, sneeze, fart and piss all at the 
same time in one go! How cool is that you young whip- 
persnappers? 


Things are much the same up here in Smoke on Trent. 
This cold weather is hampering things. Arbuthnot 
Arsewipe, Chief Supervisor of all things sewerage in 
The Potteries, is having a rough time with the freezing 
temperatures. He’s having to use his flame thrower to 
defrost the pipe work just to get things moving, which 
in turn can be detrimental to his own personal safety 
with all that methane around. Every time I’ve seen him 
lately his eyebrows are still singeing. He’s finally decid- 
ed to stop using it and reverting to his snap off tools. 
Very apt and wise too, we think. 


S.HLLT.S. 


Stoke’s Humane Independent Trust for Simpletons 
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Hanley Park Lake continues to delight the locals by 
lighting up the night skies with its sulphuric eruptions. 
On a clear night it is almost as wondrous as Aurora 
Borealis or the Northern Lights. Only we call it... 
“Aroma of the Arses” as it smells just like something 
that’s leaked from Arbuthnot’s domain! 


Stoke isn’t really as bad as I make out sometimes. The 
police are making a concerted effort to make the 
streets safer for the young and old. Last week they 
offered an amnesty for locals to hand in any weapons at 
the cop station. All sorts of stuff was handed in. 
Sharpened clogs, broken vases ... (well we are in the 
Potteries) Stoke scarves with snooker balls inside. 
There was even one notorious hoodlum who handed 
over his chewed off shotgun! 


The drunks are being re-housed and given their own 
park bench in Burslem Park and a favoured few are 
being offered a one way ticket to Blackpool. Now 
there’s an Alcoholiday if ever there was one! 


Yes.. things are looking up at long last. Just got to find 
a remedy for the stench though. Any ideas would be 
most welcome. 


Enough for now gentlemen. 

We like to end with a little something to think on. 
Nothing to taxing for our Simpleton brain cell, just a 
pensive probing of ponderment to pre-empt proceed- 


ings. So ponder on these. 


If you walked into the water at Boscombe carrying a 
tub of coleslaw, would that be taking a dip in the sea? 


If your local chip shop still wrapped your fish in news- 
paper, could you possibly get a ‘plaice in The Sun?’ 


Historians. Whenever will they just let go of the past? 
Last bit of ponderment: 


You are only young once, But you can be immature for 
a lifetime! 


Thanks again gentlemen for listening to another load of 
drivel. 


Until next time. Keep it Simple. Simply Yours. 
Keith. for and on behalf of- Stoke’s Humble 
Independent Team of Simpletons. 
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S.H.LT.S. 
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Greetings to Hugh, The Simpleton crew... 
Bob, Caroline and Joe too. 


Hope all is well down there in Purbeckland. Up here in 
the North Midlands there are signs of Spring. The 
Daffolips, Snowdropoffs and Croaks are all doing their 
best to merge from the permafrost and some of us have 
actually cut the lawns. Those of us without lawns just 
take the vacuum cleaners outside and hoover the drive- 
ways. Not that it does much good, other than it stops 
neighbours talking to you. They'll talk about you, but 
not to you. So that’s a good thing. We Simpletons do 
not need any sort of intelligent conversation thank you 
very much! 


So the clocks have now Sprung forward. 
Spring has sprung, the grass has riz, 

I wonder where the birdies is. 

They come from far, they come from wide 
and all them places on either side... 


One thing we’ve always wondered about up here about 
Springtime and clocks forwarding, Who moves all the 
stones forward one hour at Stonehenge? Are they 
allowed to use a JCB these days, or do they have to use 
the old heritage fashioned method by using block and 
tackle and slavery? Perhaps Dudley can inform us in 
his next sexual and slavery harassment report? 


Talking of harassment, bumped into Sniffer Snodgrass 
the other week. He told me a tale from some years 
back when a young lady said to him “Hey cheeky. I bet 
the only reason you work in this shoe shop is to look 
up a girls’ skirt isn’t it?” “That is absolutely not true 
Madam.” he said. “I'll have you know, I don’t even 
work here!” 


I actually overheard him say to a young lady the other 
day “OUCH! I’ve just caught me todger in me zipper. I 
really must stop wearing these zip up boots!” Dudley, 
we need you up here pronto to sort this Sniffer bloke 
out please! 


Had a bit of a cold the other day, possibly due to the 
continuous rain and high winds. So thought I would go 
to the local Covid test centre to get checked out. “Covid 
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test centres still operational up there?” we hear you 
ask! Yes these viruses are still around here, along with 
the Ricketts test centres and Black Death, Montezumas 
Revenge, the Screaming Abdabs and Swine Flu too. 


So in I went and I was asked if I had experienced any 
sudden loss of taste lately? I replied “I certainly have 
not. I always dress this way!” The damned cheek of 
the woman. So I flounced out in a huff in my Gannex 
coat, steel toe capped wellies and tartan cap and 
popped into the chemist and got some aspirin instead. 
If it’s of any interest, I’m feeling a little better now 
thank you. 


Talking of better... met Jabez Machin looming out of 
the darkness of the bookies, having just picked up his 
Grand National winnings to spend in the pub. He’d 
actually laid out £25 and won only £9.50 back... but to a 
Simpleton like him that was a success. So I asked him 
which horse he chose. He said “Creosote, as it was 
good over the fences. But then I changed me mind and 
went for ‘Big Dog’ as it was a big dog that chased the 
Mrs last week and frightened her to stay indoors for 2 
days. So with luck like that, I had to back him and it 
worked!” 


Gentlemen... it is a fact that jellyfish have survived on 
this planet for over 650 million years, despite not hav- 
ing a brain? That must give so many of us, including 
old Jabez so much hope in life! 


With that ‘tis time to say ta ta. Leaving you with just a 
pinch of ponderment to pensively peruse. 


If a World War Two bomber’s rear gunner had the clap. 
Would he have been a ‘Gunnerrhea?” 


If two vegans have an argument. Would it be a ‘beef’ or 
a “quornfrontation?” 


And lastly, Disney are bringing out a film about a trans- 
gender whale, to try and placate the ‘Woke’ brigade, 
but have not thought of a title yet. Can we suggest, 
“Maybe Dick?” 


Cheers chums, Simply Yours, Keith for and on behalf 
of: Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons. 
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19 April 2023 
Dear Chris and the Purbeck Simpletons, 


I’m sorry that I can’t be with you this month but we are 
having a couple of days in London with the Out Laws. It 
is a 50th Wedding Anniversary present from us to 
Kate’s sister and her husband (who is a Manchester 
United supporter — spit) 


It’s been a busy couple of weeks since I saw you at the 
Beerex at the Masonic Hall over Easter weekend. 

After you left, I got in with a bad crowd (your wife and 
daughter, fellow simpleton Wheatley and his intended) 
and we went to the Horse and Groom for some beer we 
didn’t really need. 


We went to see Jasper Carrot in Swindon on 
Wednesday — he’s from your neck of the woods, isn’t 
he? He said he went back to his old school in Moseley 
to speak to the pupils. When he got there the head 
asked him if he had any weapons or sharp instruments 
on him. He said he hadn’t so the head gave him a knife 
and “You better have this then.” 


We stayed with friends in Bath on Thursday night and 
went to the presentaOon of the Bath CAMRA Branch 
Pub of the Year Award to the Raven. We had beer and a 
pie there then went to The Old Green Tree which is a 
rather splendid pub on the CAMRA list of heritage pub 
interiors. We then went on to the Grapes for a folk 
night. The music wasn’t brilliant but it was probably 
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better than listening to a load of old sea shanty singers. 
We probably had more beer than we really needed. 


I had an “all you can eat curry buffet” with a friend of 
mine on Monday. The restaurants in Swindon are OK 
as long as you want Indian or Italian. We probably had 
more beer than we needed as well. 


Kevin was president of a golf club near Swindon. He 
was playing golf last week and noticed something 

in his partner’s ear so he said to him “What’s that in 
your ear, Bob.” Bob said “Pardon. When Kevin 

got a bit closer he could see it was a suppository so he 
said “What have you done with your hearing aid, Bob?” 


It’s expensive in London. I bought a sandwich and an 
apple from a shop near Leicester Square for lunch. I 
said to the girl, I’m sorry, I only have a £50 note.” So 
she said “Well, you’ll have to put the apple back then.” 


I'll see you all at the May meeting — bound to be 
warmer by then. Perhaps we'll be able to meet in the 
garden. Talking of which, Kate is very angry at the 
girls who sunbathe nude in our neighbour’s garden 
— personally, I’m on the fence. 


Keep it Simple 
Rob 
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Chapter Five - May 2023 


Dear Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons, 


Hope you are keeping well over there and that 
Coronation fever is now abating. We watched it all on 
the TV here. I'll tell you what, mate, if you want anyone 
to carry their bat in the Ashes this summer you could 
do worse than pick that Penny Mordaunt. We had a 
street party - everyone brought something to eat and 
drink and something to share. Sharleen took a lemon 
meringue and everyone cheered. This was a bit of a 
surprise as Australians normally boo meringue. She 
asked for peace and quiet while she cooked dinner. 
So I took the batteries out of the smoke alarm. 


Our local pub was running some games over the week- 
end celebrations. The publican nailed two pieces of 
beef to the ceiling. A bloke comes in and asks the bar- 
man why they're there. "It's a competition. If you can 
climb up there and get those bits of meat down you'll 
get free drinks all night. But if you try and fail then 
you'll have to buy a round for everyone in the pub. Do 
you fancy having a go?" The man has a long, hard look 
at the ceiling before saying, "No, I'll just have a beer, 
thanks. The steaks are too high.” 


Wendell is a bit paranoid so he went to see our local 


priest — he said “Father, I think my wife is trying to poi- 


son me. The priest said “Hold on my son, let me talk to 
her and come back and see me tomorrow. I may be 
able to give you some advice” The next day Wendell 
goes back to the priest who tells him ”Well my son, I 
have talked to your wife for nearly two hours and my 
advice is — take the poison.” 


I know you like animal stories so here’s a couple for 
you: 


a Why did the koala fall out of the tree? It was dead. 

a Why did the second Koala fallout of the tree? 

It was holding on to the first koala. 

a Why did the third koala fall out of the tree? He 
thought it was a game. 

a Why did the little boy fall off his bike? He was hit by 
three koalas falling out of a tree 
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Three budgies in a cage, one on the top perch, one on 
the middle perch and one on the bottom perch. Which 
Budgie owns the cage? The one on the bottom perch, 
the other two are on higher perches. 


Here’s a thought for you. Mahatma Gandhi often 
walked barefoot which produced an impressive set of 
callouses on his feet. He also ate very little, making 
him rather frail and with his odd diet he often suffered 
from bad breath. This made him a super calloused frag- 
ile mystic hexed with halitosis. 


That’s all for now. Keep it simple. 
Bruce and The Australian Retired Simpletons 
Executive. 


Fellow Simpletons, 


Well it’s back again, 
the dreaded sexual harassment report. 


However, I have to answer Keith’s problems up there in 
Stoke. Keith, with regard to the clocks going forward 
an hour, and the moving of stones at Stonehenge. 
Please cast your mind back a few years when we had 
the Flintstones!! Fred Flintstone and Barney Rubble, 
who went to work moving stones with their famous 
dinosaur cranes. I do not know if they were 
Tyrannosaurus rex, Velociraptor or whatever, but I 
think it is possible this is what happened 

with Fred and Barney in the dead of night at 
Stonehenge!!! No Slavery Harassment!!! 


Now poor old Sniffer Snodgrass, I was sorry to hear he 
got his Todger caught in his zip when in a shoe shop, I 
think the best advice I can give to Sniffer is to purchase 
a “Willy Warmer” like a sock, so that when he puts his 
foot in his boots he doesn’t catch his “Todger” on the 
zip. I hope this will be helpful to him. 


Now gents, did you all watch the Coronation, what a 
spectacle, nowhere else in the world can do the pomp 
and ceremony like we do. However, I started to think 
all those thousands of people crowded together, I bet 
there was a lot of sexual harassment going on, the 
pinching of bums, especially the men’s by men!!! The 
coming together of all those people, surely something 
else happened somewhere. 


Then there was Prince Harry who crept quietly into the 
abbey and crept quietly out again. He obviously didn’t 
want any harassment of any sort!!! And what about 
Prince Andrew wearing the robes of the Order of the 
“GARTER”! I wonder who he pinched the garter from. 
I expect in the not too distant future another sexual 
harassment case will be brought!!! 


More general information regarding 
sexual harassment. 


I have read in the media recently that if an offence of 
harassment has been proved in court, it may be possi- 
ble to face up to six months in prison or unlimited fine. 


Well Simpletons I can suggest keeping away from sexu- 
al harassment or spending the rest of your life in 
prison. ”Six months is quite a long time,” or are any of 
you Simpletons wealthy enough to afford an unlimited 
fine??? 
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Nothing much more to report but the normal jokes. 


I came over all emotional at the petrol station, earlier. I 
don’t know what happened, I just started filling up. 


If the Russians build an invisible stealth fighter, is it an 
optical Ilyushin?? 


Both Cream and The Jam were going to reunite for 
gigs in Devon and Cornwall this year, but the venues 
couldn’t agree about who should go on first. 


I remember my Granddad always used to say “the first 
rule of theatre is to always leave them wanting more. 
Amazing man, terrible anaesthetist. 


100 years ago everyone owned a horse and only the 
rich had cars. Today everyone has cars and only the 
rich have horses. The stables have turned. 


I yelled “COW!” at a woman on a bike and she gave me 
the finger. Then she smashed her bike straight into the 
cow! Well, I tried. 


That’s all for now 
Dud SHO 


“OH. SIR! DON'T YOU KNOW 
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My Dear Simple Friends, 


The Coronation celebrations are now over, but the 
Coronation Chicken stains remain. If we learned any- 
thing from the last Coronation all those years ago it 
should have been not to eat the traditional dish whilst 
wearing a white shirt on a white tablecloth. We now 
have our very own Turin Shroud. 


The coverage of the service itself will hold in the mem- 
ory for many a year. The pageantry, the precision 
marching, the Princess Royal’s Plume obscuring Prince 
Harry and Penny Mordaunt. Apparently this was the 
first Coronation since 1066 that featured three Orbs. 


f2~ 


A Bank Holiday had been declared which gave those 
families in receipt of the Cost of Living bonus the 
chance to go on a foreign holiday. Maybe Disneyland 
were showing the event on a large screen. Their 
absence meant that tattoo parlours, food banks and 
Wetherspoons had a quiet day. So at least it gave the 
staff a chance to watch the coverage. 


ze 
A few quiet people have suggested that the y 
Royal family be abolished because of the Q 
costs involved. The Russians and French , 
have tried it and both Presidents Putin 4% 
and Macron seem to be popular. (ol 
Maybe President Blair or President 
Corbyn could turn things around. 
I’m sure that their investiture would 
be a cheap and quiet affair. 


Last Saturday I witnessed a true musical extravaganza. 
Understated musicians in an understated venue plied 
their trade while musical aficionados sipped their rea- 
sonably priced drinks. Yes, I had gone to The Ship Inn 
at Wool to see my mate’s band in order to avoid the 
LGBTQ+ Music Murderfest that is Eurovision. The Self 
Pity City of Liverpool were somehow gifted the festival 
by a Country that they don’t like. With Liverpool being 
labelled by themselves as the musical capital of the 
World at least it meant that with Eurovision not being 
remotely musical, the Scouse youth didn’t feel the need 
to rush the turnstiles in order to gain access. 


Maybe Liverpool would come back into the fold if they 
could choose the new National Anthem. 


Anyway that’s it fer May 
Nic, for and on behalf of the Purbeck Simple Folk 


Greetings to Hugh, The Simpleton crew... 
Bob, Caroline and Joe too. 


I’m not a Star Wars fan, but May the Fourth be with 
you, is the only way I can remember the wife’s birth- 
day. In actual fact, I've never watched any Star Wars 
film ever. Doesn’t really appeal to me. Grown men 
dressed in glitter and strange creatures prancing about 
on set twatting each other with coloured light sticks. 
Reminds me too much of Eurovision Song Contests in 
Liverpool for crying out loud! GROW UP!! 


One of my New Years resolutions was to lose some 
weight. Okay... I know it’s now May time, but it’s taken 
till now to realise that I never would have thought that 
I'd be the sort of person who’d wake early in the morn- 
ing to exercise and go jogging... and I was 

right. I wasn’t? 


Gentlemen, we are not fat! We are just a few meals and 
drinks in front and a few shits behind! So when all that 
evens up we will be a lot older and wiser and a better 
fat Simpleton for being so. 


Read an interesting article in the Stoke Sentinel (our 
local paper) the other day. A veterinary bloke had taken 
up taxidermy as a hobby. I immediately thought of 
Roadkill Clive. I realise you are not a vet, Clive, but 
with a few taxidermy skills, you could have the same 
sign outside your door as the bloke in the article. 
“Whatever happens, you'll always get your dog back!” 


Talking of signs, saw a good one outside a local pub 
last week. 


“Soup of the Day. Whisky with H20 croutons.” Sounds 
good to me. 


Talking to our posh Simpleton chum, Airey Chalfont 
Piles, the other day. He lives in the big house at the 
bottom end of Abattoir Way, which we teasingly call. 
“The Killing Fields”. He doesn’t get the joke but it 
amuses us anyway... and he was telling me that one 
friend out of every group, has the potential to be a seri- 
al killer..... and his cousin actually threw his mate 
Tarquin off the top of Hanley multi storey car park, in 
case it was him!! Strange family the Piles. 


Radio Stoke have sacked their weatherman for con- 
stantly coming up with gloomy forecasts. So, no more 
mist and ice guy now! That’s the end of the forecast, 
now for the news. Sad news really. Radio Stoke presen- 
ter Agnes Agnew passed away the other week. She did 
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the “Listen With Mother” spot every Thursday at 11.00 
in the morning for the little children who could be 
arsed to put their phones down for 10 minutes to listen 
to “Auntie Agnes” Her dying wish was to be cremated 
and something useful to be done with her ashes. So 
one bright spark came up with the idea of putting her 
ashes into a set of commemorative “Etch a Sketch” 
pads, just so the children could still play with Auntie 
Agnes! But apparently the BBC said it was in bad taste. 
So they drew a line under that! 


Enough frivolity. Let’s have some pensive ponderment 
to permeate the pate. 


Karl Marx’s sister was named Onya. Did she invent the 
starting pistol? 


A message inside a hotel Bible read... “If you think you 
have a drinking problem, ring this number.” Would that 
be the number to ‘Bargain Booze”? 


“YES WE ARSON” Is the question to that “Dad, are we 
pyromaniacs?” 


Let’s end with a thought for the day: Don’t let anyone 
ruin your day. It’s your day and your day only. So ruin it 
yourself! 


Cheers chums, Simply Yours. 


Keith, tor and on behalf of Stoke’s Humble Independent 
Team of Simpletons 
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My Dear Simple Friends 


The Clout has been cast now that May is out so our 
sweat soaked vests have been thrown in the corner, the 
sap is rising, we blokes have watched mating birds on 
Springwatch, and it’s an away day in the suburbs of 
Bournemouth. What could possibly go wrong? 
Dudley’s little crayon will no doubt be worn to a nubbin 
as his shaking hand tries frantically to keep up with the 
sordid events of the day. 


This will not be helped by history. Rodgers and 
Hammerstein penned a song about ‘June Bustin’ Out 
All Over’. The words from the song also mention ‘April 
crying and stepping aside ‘as ‘pretty little May came 
along, full of promises that she couldn’t keep’... 

and Virginia, who is a right creeper, ‘huggin’ the 
bejeepers outta ‘mornin’ glories’, against fences, and no 
doubt walls, causing ‘Ma to get kittenish with Pap’, and 
the ‘ships Captains hankering for the comfort they can 
only get in port!’ The ocean is full of Jacks and Jills with 
her tail a-swishin’, and ‘every lady fish wishin’ that a 
male would grab ‘er by the gills’, while ‘rams chase the 
ewe sheep, who won’t be keepin’ score...All this 
because ‘June Is Bustin’ Out All Over’. What a bloody 
floozie! 


Dudley doesn’t stand a chance. I really do feel for him. 
I think we all should. I think that’s enough now. I need 
a cold shower! 


Nic, tor and on behalf of all we rampant Simpletons 
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Fellow Simpletons, 


Well, as Nic said in his letter “JUNE IS BUSTING OUT 
ALL OVER”, so Simpletons go careful whatever you do 
and I would suggest you keep your hands in your pock- 
ets to keep things under control. You all know what I 
mean!! 


Following last month’s meeting two small incidents 
were noticed. 


Fellow Simpleton Nic Caddy said to Dave B that if you 
rub it, it will get bigger. He of course meant his piano 
accordion!!!! Or did he??? Simpletons make up your 
own minds. 


Second incident was Fellow Simpleton Barrie sounding 
the Chairman’s horn. To which Dave B replied you can 
get cream for that. I wonder where Dave actually puts 
his cream? Or does he still have a problem? 


Sorry not much to report this month as have been 
busy, the wife just recently had an op. so not much time 
to spare. 


Oh well, more jokes for the awayday: 


I bought some Armageddon cheese today, and it said 
on the packet “Best before End”. 


I phoned the local builders today. I said to them “Can I 
have a skip outside my house?” He said, “I’m not stop- 
ping you!” 
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Aman asked me if there was a B&Q in Basingstoke, I 
said that there wasn’t and that he was probably think- 
ing of Quebec. 


My wife is furious with me ‘cos I bought a “Rolex” for 
£30 off a bloke down the pub. She hasn’t shut up since 
46.83 o'clock. 


A man walks into the bar and asks for a triple whisky. 
The bartender hands it over. The man takes a sip and 
swallows then says “Do you know, with what I’ve got, I 
shouldn’t be drinking this”. The bartender asks 
“What’s that?” the man replies 33p. 


Aman took an airline to court after his luggage went 
missing. He lost his case. 


Flights from John Lennon airport have been cancelled. 
Imagine all the people! 


My husband phoned home to say he was in casualty. I 
watched the whole programme and didn’t see him at 
all, so I’m going to bed. 


I heard two little kids giggling over a book of zoo ani- 
mals after the one said “It’s a FRICKEN elephant “. A 
bit concerned I leaned over and looked at the 

page title, it said African Elephant. 


And finally: 


My wife has just been diagnosed with an iron deficien- 
cy. So I’ve bought her a new one for her birthday. 


That's all for now, more next month. 
Dud SHO 


Dear Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons, 


Hope all is well over in Blighty. I hear you’ve had some 
good weather at last. 


Our widowed neighbour placed an ad in our local news- 
paper. ‘I am looking for a male partner who needs to 
meet 3 requirements. He mustn't beat me. He mustn't 
leave me. He must be great in bed.' 


Three days later, her doorbell rang, and she opened the 
door to find a man with no arms and nolegs. The man 
said, "Hi, I'm Tim. I don't have hands, so I can't beat 
you. I don't have legs so I can't leave you. I think I'm 
the guy." 


Our neighbour was cross and asked him back, 'How 
the hell are you supposed to be great in bed 

then. Didn't you read the third requirement?" Tim 
replied, "I rang the doorbell. Didn't I?" 


Me and Sharleen were in bed last week and I tried to 
have sex with her. She said, “I have a gynaecologist 
appointment tomorrow. I need to stay clean and fresh." 
So I asked her in a slow and creepy voice, "You don't 
have a dental appointment tomorrow as well, do you?" 


An elderly Aboriginal couple were crossing a road on a 
pedestrian crossing on the fringe of Upper 
Buckrabendinni when a drunken Redneck in a four- 
wheel drive screams over the hill at 150 kph in a 60 
kph zone and strikes them. One Aborigine is thrown 
violently through the air and lands 50 metres away in 
the bush. The other is also thrown into the air - but 
crashes through the windscreen, landing 

on the vehicle's back seat. 


"Will there be any charges, mate?” asks the driver 
slumped behind the wheel to the policeman who 
arrives at the scene. "You betcha", says the cop. "We'll 
charge the one in the bush with leaving the scene of an 
accident without giving his name and address, and we'll 
get the one on the back seat for breaking and enter- 
ing.” 


This posh pommie comes to our pub and the locals 
hardly even look up from their beers as he walks in and 
heads up to the bar and orders a scotch on ice. The 
barman gives him the worst scotch he has ever tasted 
but the pommie drinks it down and asks the barman 
where the dunny is. The barman tells him it is outside. 
So the pommie trudges outside where there is two big 
piles of shit, one much bigger than the other. So the 
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pommie walks over to the smaller pile, relieved that 
someone had the sense to start a new pile since 

the larger one was clearly unmanageable. He has his 
pants around his ankles and is in the process of 
relieving himself when someone shouts “Oy” in a very 
loud voice. The pommie turns around, in a 
somewhat vulnerable position, and sees this huge 
Aussie guy standing at the door of the pub. 

“What’s going on?" stammers the pommie. The huge 
Aussie responds "Get the hell out of the Ladies 
toilet, you dirty bastard." 


That’s all for now, we are looking forward to the Ashes 
as usual. We have just won the Test Cricket World 
Championship so we are ready to give your boys a 
good thumping. 


Keep it simple 
Bruce and the Australian Retired Simpletons 


Greetings to Hugh, the Simpleton crew 
and the Branksome and Poole lot too. 


Hope you are well and have found your way to the allo- 
cated hostelry in Branksome on this your annual day 
out, which coincides with today being the longest day 
of the year. 


It is the Summer Solstice today. That means you can 
drink more beer in daylight hours than any other day 
this year. Which enables you to get home in an inebriat- 
ed state and still get your key in the door before it gets 
dark. 


We don’t wish to brag now, but up here in Smoke on 
Stench being further North, we actually get 26 more 
daylight minutes than you down there in the South. 
Having said that, where would you rather be? More 
minutes in Burslem or less minutes in Branksome? 
Doesn’t take one minute to work that one out, eh gents! 


Talking of inebriated states. Bumped into Arbuthnot R. 
Swipe, (he’s had his name changed by deed poll, as he 
thinks it’s less embarrassing to be named R. Swipe 
then Arsewipe and we daren’t ask what the “R” stands 
for). He’d supped a few jars had Arbuthnot, obviously 
to help get rid of the stench of his job, being Officer in 
Chief of all things sewerage of Stoke on Trent. 


As he was staggering home he looked up at the smog 
ridden evening sky and asked me...“Which is closer to 
Stoke. Australia or the moon?” To which I replied, 
“Australia” “What makes yer say that when yer can’t 
see Australia, but up there, yer can see the moon!” 
Sometimes it’s best not to argue I think, so I bid him a 
good evening and walked home looking up at the moon 
and thinking... actually, he does have a point?? 


Simpleton life can be interesting don’t you think gentle- 
men? 


Sniffer Snodgrass told me that he has a date with a lady 
who identifies as a “wheelie bin.” But he couldn’t 
remember if it’s next Tuesday or Wednesday he’s tak- 
ing her out.! Yet another occasion I had 

to walk away briskly. 


Reading the “Sentinel” last night (that’s our local paper) 
and there was an article about a local chap who had 
murdered his girlfriend. Not only murdered her, but 
cut her body up into pieces and put the parts into vari- 
ous bin bags to take away to dump. The police nabbed 
him coming out of Sainsbury’s with the bags and asked 
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him what he was doing. Obviously being not the bright- 
est of sparks, or a couple of chips short of a happy 
meal, he told the officers... “I nipped in to buy another 
bin bag as the arse has fallen out of this one.! 


On the subject of happy meals. I really don’t like 
McDonalds food. The coffee is the only time I will go 
in, that is until recently, my nephew dragged me into 
“The Golden Domes” in Longton and asked for the 
“Kids Happy Meal”. “What are you having Uncle?” He 
asked. “I'll have the cranky old bastard’s misery meal 
please!” Strangely enough, he hasn’t asked me to take 
him there since! 


I’ve gone on long enough. Time for you simple folk to 
enjoy your happy meal and mead. 


Pre-empt proceedings with a pinch of ponderment to 
permeate the pate, so ponder on these... 


If you were to be buried with all your old records. 
Would that be your vinyl resting place? 


Is it wise to go into a staring match with a bloke who 
has two glass eyes? 


Waving one’s arms around whilst talking bollocks. 
Would a word to describe that be, TESTICULATE?? 


As it’s the Longest Day. Remember... it’s a good day 
for the garden. The Beer Garden!! 


Cheers, chums, 

Simply Yours. 

Keith for and on behalt of: 

Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons. 
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Leaders have issued a dire warning about the finances of Stoke-on-Trent 
City Council as it faces an £8.5m funding shortfall - and the very real 
prospect of being unable to afford basic statutory services such as cutting 
the grass. Council chiefs are now calling for fairer funding from Government 
to prevent that from happening and to make ‘levelling up’ mean something 
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Fellow Simpleton’s, 


Well, it’s Ladies Day. I hope all ladies that are here will 
be very careful when playing with their respective part- 
ners “KNOBS” (Dorset Knobs ) I mean. As you all 
know playing with the “KNOBS” can make them get 
bigger and will be a problem getting in the receptical!!! 
Please ladies be very very careful. 


When fellow Simpleton Dave B gets out his tubular 
pipes, I hope all the ladies enjoy tinkering with them. I 
know Dave will enjoy it. It will probably bring a smile to 
his face especially if you get a tune out of them. GOOD 
LUCE!!! 


You probably all know, that in the press at the moment 
there is a lot about actor Kevin Spacey, being accused 
of sexual harassment to other men. One particular man 
accused him of touching him in the “UNMENTION- 
ABLES”. Now I ask myself, was Mr spacey hoping to 
take a leaf out of some of his films “See no Evil, Hear 
no Evil” or “Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil”, 
will he get away with it or will he be like the cat that’s 
got “Nine Lives”. The case still goes on. 


I have read in the press recently that a woman has 
received nearly £1900 compensation for being harassed 
at a Christmas party. It is alleged she was hugged from 
behind and was grabbed by her “BREASTS”. She was 
unfairly dismissed from her job, hence the claim in 
court. I would say that the employee responsible for 
this may of had his hands full but obviously made a 
right and left “BOOB?” of it! 


Thankfully nothing to report locally. All Simpletons 
were well behaved on our away day! 


Now for the rubbish jokes: 


Why do some cars in Egypt have two petrol tanks? 
Because they are driven by “TWO TANK CAR MEN” 
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I was thrown out of the Supermarket staff room. I told 
them I was on a break but they said I didn’t work there. 
I said I had just finished using the self service till, so 
clearly I do. 


Birthdays are good for your health. Studies show that 
people who have more birthdays live longer. 


I thought I saw Van Morrison in my rear view mirror, 
but I looked again and realised it was a Morrison Van. 


Can you name three sorts of fish whose names both 
begin and end with the letter K? 

(1) Killer Shark 

(2) Kwicksave Smoked Haddock 

(3) Kilmarnock. Well, it’s a small “PLAICE” in Scotland 
(OK so shoot me). 


From Fifty Shades of Grey As seen by Men 


As I lay there on the floor my body covered in treacle 
and whipped cream, I heard those inevitable words 
“Clean up on Aisle Three”. 


“How do you feel about using toys in the bedroom?”’she 
asked. “Fine”, I said, “But I can’t see how we’re going 
to fit a Scalextrix in here”. 


And finally with some possible sexual harassment, you 
Simpletons will have to think about! 


Absolutely disgusting behaviour I saw on the beach at 
Bournemouth today. I was on the seafront and saw a 
man and a woman having an almighty argument in 
front of loads of kids; suddenly the woman smacked the 
guy in the head and it all kicked off. There was a mas- 
sive brawl and someone called the police. This poor 
copper turned up on his own and took his truncheon to 
the man; the guy managed to snatch it off him and 
began assaulting the copper AND his wife. Then out of 
nowhere a crocodile crept up and stole all the 


That’s all for now. HAVE A GOOD ONE 
Dud SHO 


Greetings to You, The Simpleton Crew, 
Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


Yes, today is Ladies Day in Purbeckland. The day when 
the wives, girlfriends, mothers, sisters, minders and 
carers of the Purbeck Simpletons join the joviality to 
see for themselves what a good job Chris does in get- 
ting the blokes out of your hair the third Wednesday of 
every month. Then you go home and wonder what the 
hell all that was about! 


There’s the Dorset Knob tossing and the limerick com- 
petition. For anyone reading this that is not from 
Dorset... I would just like to emphasise that a Dorset 
Knob is an edible biscuit type thing and not anything 
else you may have been thinking. Glad we’ve cleared 
that one up then, as one may say. 


As all you ladies are all currently assembled... on 
behalf of Simpletons everywhere... can I ask you some- 
thing please? Do you think that ladies spend 

more time thinking about what Simpletons are thinking 
about, than Simpletons spend actually thinking? 
Answers by postcard, text or email in your own time 
please. 


One of our Stoke simpletons went to see his doctor 
recently and told the quack that his marriage was on 
the rocks and that he had a couple of problems as a 
result. The doctor said...“So you say that she shakes 
your nerves and she rattles your brain. Goodness gra- 
cious!” “Oh yes Doctor... and that’s something else I 
need you to look at!” 
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I told my wife yesterday that my doctor told me I could 
touch myself whenever I felt like it. “NO! He said that 
you could have a stroke anytime!” she shouted to me. 


I told her that Simpletons should not be shouted at, as 
we can be sensitive as well as simple ... as I narrowly 
dodged a flying spoon. Sincerely hope that you 
Southern ladies have more patience with your chaps 
than our North Midlands ladies haven't! 


Here’s some North Midlands news for you concerning 
our Simpleton chum Sniffer Snodgrass. Before we go 
on, we must explain to you ladies that Sniffer is a bit of 
a nuisance where ladies are concerned. Many a time 
we have had to employ the services and advice of 
Dudley Hyne, your Sexual Harassment Officer, as to 
try and cure Sniffer of his errors. 


Anyway we sent him away for a while and eventually 
he returned in a rather despondent state. 

“What’s up Sniffer?” we asked. 

“I’ve been touring with the Four Tops.” he replied. 
“Wow. That should have been great. Why the long 
face.?” 

“I took the Four Tops but only the Two Underpants 
and had to come back ‘cos the caravan was stinking!” 
Do you see the problem we have with the man ladies 
and gentlemen? He is as they say, a bit limp under the 
cap. 


Any road up, we will just leave with our offering ofa 
limerick followed by a pinch of ponderment to perme- 
ate the pate. 
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There was a Colonel called Chumps. 
Whose incontinence gave him the humps. 
Whilst struggling with zips, 

He soaked both his hips, 

“Bah humbug, hogwash harrumphs!” 
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Thus ponder awhile... 

The Bronze Age. 

Was that really only the third best age..? 
“BNAG” Is that bang out of order? 

Is an anagram of Rishi Sunak Anus Hi Risk? 


Steady now... Enjoy the day fellow Simpletons and 
Ladies. 


Simply Yours, Keith. For and on behalf of: 
Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons. 
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G'day Ladies (we call them girls in Australia but I’d 
imagine you are all ladies) 


Bruce told me that you are holding your annual Ladies 
Day so I thought I’d write to you again. I am assuming 
you are all ladies and that all your Simpleton significant 
others are gentlemen. Rob’s the only one I’ve met and 
he is certainly a gentleman. He’s a really lovely bloke 
(This is a bit embarrassing). He is so good looking and 
sexy (Who writes this stuff?) 


We have just got back from holiday from a fishing 
resort up north. Bruce likes to fish at the crack of 
dawn and after several hours of fishing he decided to 
take a bit of shuteye. While he was asleep I took the 
boat out. I was reading my book when the police patrol 
boat pulls up and said, 


“Good morning, darling. What are you doing here?” I 
said "Reading my book," but I thought to myself, "to 
state the bleeding obvious" "You're in a restricted fish- 
ing area," he informed me. “But officer, I'm not fishing. 
Can't you see that?" 


"Yes, but you have all the equipment, so I'll have to 
take you in and charge you." So I says "If you do that, 
I'll have to charge you with rape," "But, I haven't even 
touched you," he said. "Yes, that's true," I replied, "but 
you do have all the equipment so I'll have to take you in 
and charge you” 


I was helping Bruce (my computer-illiterate husband) 
to set up his computer and it told him that he had to 
choose and enter a password. He must have been in a 
rather amorous mood and figured he would try for the 
shock effect to bring this to my attention. So, when the 
computer asked him to enter his password, he made it 
plainly obvious that he was keying in, "p...e...n...i...s."" I 
almost died laughing when the computer replied: 
PASSWORD REJECTED. NOT LONG ENOUGH. 


I got Bruce a beer fridge for his birthday last month. 
You should have seen his face lit up when he opened it. 


Well, I better get on. Hope you have great afternoon of 
nob tossing and frivolity 


Love 
Shelia 


How many men does it take to do the dishes? I don’t 
know, but I will let you know when it happens. 
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Our Champion Tosser scores her winning knob 
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Greetings to you the Simpleton crew, 
Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


Do hope you are all hale, hearty and not too farty for 
todays party. 


Already on the 1st August this month, we have had a 
full moon. But on the last day of this month, we have a 
second full moon, which is known as The Blue Moon. 
Two moons in the same month only occurs once every 
two or three years, hence its title, “Once in a Blue 
Moon”. This is all due to the lunar cycle. Now the lunar 
cycle, which I suppose you all know, is what Neil 
Armstrong had to leave on the moon as it had a punc- 
ture after he hit a sharp moon rock and he had to run 
back to the capsule before it set off without him. Buzz 
Aldrin offered him no assistance at the time as he was 
high as a kite after sniffing moon dust... hence his 
nickname “Buzz” ... so... Neil’s bike is why we have a 
Blue Moon this month. Don’t need an astronomicalist 
around when you've got a Simpleton to explain stuff do 
we gents.? Glad we've got that out of the way and we 
are all now like an intelligent Mother Superior... Nun 
the Wiser! 


It was nice of the England cricket team to let the 
Aussies return home with the Ashes again wasn’t it? I 
don’t know much about cricket really... like men with 
fine legs, short legs, square legs and one with a very 
silly point. But the main reason for them waltzing 
Matilda’s ashes away was the weather. Had it not been 
for that drawn match, we may have won the Ashes. 


Whoever has the stupidity to make the decision of hav- 
ing a Test match in Manchester for crying out loud? 
Manchester is possibly the wettest city in the 

country. People in Manchester are born with webbed 
hands and wellies on! They don’t have a family car, they 
have gondolas. Manchester is the reason we lost the 
Ashes. So next time it’s Old Trafford’s turn to play a 
test match, get it postponed and play it in the Scilly 
Islands preferably at ... Scilly Point! 


Did you know that China doesn’t have a cricket team, 
because they’ve eaten all the bats. If you didn’t know 
that, you do now!! 
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Don’t know about you Southern Simpletons down there 
in Purbeckland, but we up here in the North Midlands 
are getting very confused about all this LGBT stuff and 
what we can and can’t say. The younger generation and 
WOKE brigade seem to be so offended about every- 
thing don’t they? 


I was starting to lose faith in modern society until yes- 
terday, when I saw something that really bucked me up. 
A little old lady gave up her seat on the bus to a preg- 
nant bloke with a beard! 


It’s all gone too far! Our local bakery has introduced a 
nonbinary Gingerbread person listing all the ingredients 
that are non gluten and non offensive. Some wag had 
written on the “Best Before Date”... Best Before...it 
grows a cock! 


We are contemplating opening up a Clinic with a depart- 
ment for folks who are perpetually offended by anything 
and everything. It will be called “Wake up to Reality with 
a Slap in the Face and a Kick up the Arse.” with the 
motto being... “GET A LIFE.!” 


Before we get confused anymore, let’s pacify on a pinch 
of ponderment to permeate the pate. 


If men are from Mars and women are from Venus. Were 
all those other genders pulled from URANUS? 


If Nigella’s (formerly Nigel’s) gynaecologist was happy 
with his/her operation. Would he give him/her the 
Thumbs Up? 

Would a firm of LGBT plumbers be called “U-Benders.?” 


Enough of all that now, so we will leave you with this 
thought... 


If alcohol can damage your short term memory. 
Imagine the damage alcohol could do to you:! 


Cheers chums. Simply Yours 


Keith. tor and on behalf of : 
Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons. 


Fellow Simpleton’s, 


I was sorry to have missed Ladies Day, but I hope no 
sexual harassment was encountered by anyone. If so I 
hope they enjoyed it!!! 


Well according to the weather forecasters the weather 
is supposed to be warming up again albeit for a short 

while. So Simpletons, keep cool and play it cool and if 
you come across any scantily dressed females. 

JUST DREAM!!! 


Unfortunately nothing to report from the media or 
locally, So here we go with, yes you’ve 
guessed it. Jokes! 
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Eating in the UK in the Fifties: 


Curry was a surname. 

A pizza was something to do with a leaning tower. 

A Chinese chippy was a foreign carpenter. 

A Big Mac was what we wore when it was raining. 

Oil was for lubricating, fat was for cooking. 

Fish didn’t have fingers in those days. 

Eating raw fish was called poverty, not sushi. 
Surprisingly, muesli was readily available, it was called 
cattle feed. 


Normal jokes: 


I was raised as an only child. That really annoyed my 
sister. 


I went to see Dr Hook once. It was the worst prostate 
exam I’ve ever had. 


My teacher told me not to worry about spelling 
because in the future there would be autocorrect. For 
that I am truly grapefruit. 


I took a jumper back to the shop as it was terrible in 
picking up static electricity. I exchanged it for another 
one, free of charge. 


A guy goes into a cafe near the Arctic Circle and asks 
the waiter what’s on the menu. The waiter says: “We 
have whale meat, whale meat, and whale meat. And 
today’s special is the Vera Lynn.” “What’s that?” asks 
the guy. “Whale meat again,” says the waiter. 


That's it for now, Hopefully more next month. 
Dud SHO 


Dear Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons 


Sorry to hear about Matron. I never met her but she 
sounds like a very special woman. 


Well, that Ashes cricket series was a Bonza, wasn’t it? 
Your boys gave it a good go — you were scoring twice 
as fast as us but you still couldn’t win the Ashes. 


Our neighbour, an expectant father, calls the local hos- 
pital to ask about his wife, who's in labour but he acci- 
dentally calls the cricket ground and asked about the 
situation. He is shocked to hear. "All is well, we've 
already got 3 out, there's another 7 to go, and we're 
hoping to be finished by lunchtime. Last one out was a 
duck." 


My mate Damian walks into the hardware store and 
says "I'd like some nails please mate". The store man 
replies "How long would you like them?" "Forever if 
that is ok with you" replies Damian” I’m building an 
extension” 


Sheila’s been taking golf lessons and was playing her 
first round of golf when she got stung by a bee. She 
went back to the clubhouse to get some medical help. 
Her golf instructor saw her and asked "You were only 
out there ten minutes, why are you back so soon?" She 
replied "A bee stung me!" The instructor asked 
"Whereabouts?" Sheila said "Between the first and the 
second hole". The instructor knowingly nods his head 
and replies "Your stance is a little too wide". 


Wendall has got a new canoe and every time he bends 
over to pick up the paddle he'd get this terrible crick in 
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his back. He went to see the doctor the next time he 
was in town, and the doctor said, "If this happens to 
you again, simply grasp the paddle with both hands, 
shove the bottom of the paddle into the ground, and 
pull yourself up." The next day he was reaching for the 
paddle when he once again got the crick in his back. 
Remembering what the doctor had told him, he 
grabbed the paddle and managed to slowly work his 
way up it. When at last he was able to stand up again, 
he was very surprised to find himself up a paddle with- 
out a crick. 


Our granddaughter, Kylie, brought her new boyfriend 
to meet us last week. I was appalled by his haircut, his 
tattoos and his piercings. I says to her “He doesn’t 
seem a very nice boy.” “Oh, he is!” she says. “If he was- 
n’t nice, he wouldn’t be doing 500 hours of community 
service?” 


Two hunters were out in the woods just outside Upper 
Buckra Bendinni when one of them collapses. He’s not 
breathing and his eyes are glazed. The other guy whips 
out his cell phone and calls 000. “I think my friend is 
dead!” he yells. “What can I do?” The operator says, 
“Calm down. First, let’s make sure he’s dead.” There’s 
a silence, then a shot. Back on the phone, the guy says, 
“Okay, now what?” 


I read that it’s National Tell A Joke Day today so how 
about this - What's the difference between ignorance 
and apathy? I don’t know and I don’t care. 


Keep it simple 
Bruce 
And the Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 
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Chapter Nine - September 2023 


G’day Rob and the Purbeck Simpletons 


I think your Pommie Lionesses were playing our 
Mathildas at the World Cup during the August PISS 
meeting. You beat us fair and square although we aren’t 
too interested in Soccer out here — it’s a bit of a Shelia’s 
game compared with Aussie Rules and Rugby League. 
Commiserations on the result in the final. We’re a bit 
disappointed that you didn’t win as it would have been 
great telly watching Prince William kiss all the players 
on the lips. 


We lost our vicar this month. He saw an ad online for a 
Christian horse, so he went to check it out. The horse’s 
owner said, “It’s easy to ride him. Just say ‘Praise the 
Lord!’ to make him go and ‘Amen!’ to make him stop.” 
The vicar got on the horse and said, “Praise the Lord!” 
Sure enough, the horse started to walk. “Praise the 
Lord!” he said again, and the horse began to trot. 
“Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord!” he yelled, and the 
horse broke into a gallop. He was enjoying his ride so 
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much that he almost didn’t notice the cliff he and the 
horse were about to go over. So, he shouted “AMEN!” 
at the top of his lungs, and the horse stopped right at 
the edge of the cliff. The vicar was so relieved, he said, 
“Phew! Praise the Lord!” 


I’ve been trying to get fit after I had a medical recently. 
They suggested an exercise for people who are out of 
shape: Begin with a 5-pound potato bag in each hand. 
Extend your arms straight out from your sides, hold 
them there for a minute, and then relax. After a few 
weeks, move up to 10-pound potato bags. Eventually try 
50-pound potato bags in each hand and hold your arms 
straight for a minute. Once you feel confident at that 
level, you can put a potato in each bag. 


I went into the post office last week to mail a package. 
“Two-day shipping will cost $12.95 to get it there by 
Friday,” they told me. You know me, always looking to 
save a few bucks, so I said, “The package doesn’t have 
to get there till Saturday. Is there any way to make that 
happen?” They said. “Sure - you can bring it back 
tomorrow.” 


I mentioned that me and Sheila had been seeking mar- 
riage guidance recently. We went to a seminar a few 
weeks ago lead by a therapist who has a theory that 
couples who make love once a day are the happiest. So, 
he tests it at the seminar by asking those assembled, 
“How many people here make love once a day?” Half 
the people raise their hands, each of them grinning 
widely. “Once a week?” A third of the audience mem- 
bers raise their hands, their grins a bit less vibrant. 
“Once a month?” A few hands tepidly go up. Then he 
asks, “OK, how about once a year?” One man in the 
back jumps up and down, jubilantly waving his hands. 
The therapist is shocked—this disproves his theory. “If 
you make love only once a year,” he asks, “why are 
you so happy?” The man yells, “Today’s the day!” 


Finally, what do you call a man with a spade in his 
head? An ambulance. 


Keep it simple 
Bruce and the Australian Retired Simpleton Executive 


Fellow Simpletons, 


With the weather as it has been recently, autumn 
seems to be here. The ladies have started to put their 
clothes on!!! With the result that the sexual harassment 
in the men is withering??? 


Well I was shocked to hear recently on the TV, that sex- 
ual harassment is happening in the operating theatres!!! 
It was said that nurses are being groped, fondled and 
touched in inappropriate places. It is a good job that if 
we have to have an op that most of the time we are 
“Knocked out”. Just fancy hearing any grunting or deep 
breathing when the surgeons are cutting you open. It 
doesn’t bear thinking about. 


Also I have read in the media this week that sexual 
harassment is rife in the CBI (Confederation British 
Industry). A new lady Director General has taken over, 
the previous Director General is a man having being 
accused of several offences. What is the country com- 
ing to? It sounds as though too much industry is 

going on in the workplace, but the wrong type of indus- 
try! As you can hear I have been doing some 
research!!! 


Nothing to report locally, however, from the e:mail our 
Chairman sent us saying he would not be at the meet- 
ing as “she had to be obeyed” Could this be some sort 
of sexual harassment???. We’ll have to ask Chris next 
time!!! 
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So here are the jokes: 


I invented a thought controlled air freshener. People 
said it was a stupid idea but really, it makes SCENTS 
when you think about it. 


I went to a lecture about Kestrel rescue and rehabilita- 
tion. During questions I asked why they said they only 
ever transported them at night. The lecture said 

“All Kestrel manoeuvres are in the dark.” 


I went to the RNLI Party. They really know how to 
push the boat out! 


What do you call a hippie’s wife. Mississ-hippi. 


Young Man: I say, are you a model? 

Young Woman blushing: Well, yes, actually. 

Young man: Oh good, for a moment there I thought 
you were real. 


And finally: 

How to be eccentric in old age! 

With a serious face, order Diet Water in the restaurant. 
Getting money from the ATM, scream “I won, I won!” 
Tell your grandchildren over dinner: Due to the econo- 
my, we are going to have to let one of you go”. 

Go to a large Department store’s fitting room, drop 
your trousers to your ankles and yell out:”There is no 
paper in here!”. 


That’s all for now. 
Dud SHO 
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We trust that you are all hale, hearty and farty and 
ready for the party to starty? 


Our Simpleton friend Airey Chalfont Piles, recently 
asked a very good question directed to his brother, 
Theo Robin Piles, affectionally known as ‘Throbbin 
Piles’, which went thus, “Throbbin. If I came to your 
house and made love to your wife and as a result, 

she had a baby. Would that make us cousins.?” “Well” 
replied Throbbin “As I’m your brother already, I’m not 
really sure. But it would certainly make us even!!” 


Sometimes I reckon that some questions should never 
be asked or even answered, don’t you think gentlemen? 


Changing the subject entirely. I was watching an 
episode of “Star Trek” recently. A T-V. series that I avid- 
ly watched in days gone by and as a current Simpleton, 
it got me thinking, if Captain Firk was on an alien plan- 
et somewhere out in space and he was due to be trans- 
ported back to the Starship Microfries, at an awkward 
moment and he spoke into his radio thus... “Scotty. 
Don’t beam me up yet ‘cos I’m having a Shi...... T!” 
Can you imagine the mess in that transporter room 
when Captain Firk arrived with his tights around his 
ankles. It would need fumigating at least 3 times before 
anyone wanted transvesting anywhere again. Sorry... 
transporting! I must have been reading the Daily Mail 
again. Must put a stop to that! 


Here’s an interesting fact for you all. Sheffield United 
EC. currently have a manager named Paul 
Heckingbotham, born and raised in Barnsley, 
Yorkshire. Now if that isn’t a proper Yorkshire name, I 
don’t know what is. In these days of multi millionaire 
footballers and managers with foreign names like, 
Jurgen Klopp, Pep Guardiola, Mikel Arteta and 
Manuel Handling and his assistant Risk Assessment. 
Heckingbotham is a proper throwback to football from 
days of yore. Right proper. Cast your minds back to 
your childhood days and recall that famous Yorkshire 
homegrown team of ‘Bothams’ Apart from the goal- 
keeper who was Willie Eckerslike, as in “will he save 
this penalty?” “Will he heck as like!” They were all 
“Bothams” who played for WETWANG WANDERERS 
in the Wetherby League Division One. 


There was Sid Shufflebotham, Sammy Sidebotham, 
Henry Higginbotham and Lance Longbotham, who 
formed a formidable defence. The wingbacks were Roy 
Ramsbotham and Wally Winterbotham. Raymond 
Rosebotham had more of a roving role as you could 
imagine, and the wingers were Sheridan Shoebotham 
and Herbert Heckingbotham, distant cousin to Paul. 
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Greetings to you the Simpleton crew, Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


Now the only outfield player of WETWANG that wasn’t a 
‘botham’ was their star striker, Harry Daft, who was a 
prolific scorer and notorious in Wetwang for a number of 
years. They were only allowed one substitute in those 
days and his name was Ivor Smelliun and as you can 
imagine, he was only used sparingly. 


Hilda Topbotham was the very popular bucket and 
sponge lady who was popular due to the fact that on a 
cold Winter’s day she would top up the bucket with hot 
water and administer the sponge delicately to the affect- 
ed injured parts. “Hot hands Hilda” as she was affection- 
ately known. Wetwang Wanderers were a very success- 
ful team for a number of years. Mainly because when 
the opposing teams found out they were having to face a 
load of “Bothams” they would invariably turn the other 
cheek and give in! 


The only part of that last subject which had a ring of 
truth in it, was Harry Daft! If you need a bit of useless 
trivia for the quiz night at the Duke of Wellies, Harry 
Daft was indeed an actual footballer. He played up front 
for Notts County for many years. Also played cricket 
after his footballing days with his father Dick Daft. Yes, 
that was his father’s name. Harry Daft made his league 
debut for Notts County at the Victoria Ground, Stoke in 
1888, losing 3-0 to the Mighty Potters. He was an FA. 
Cup winner for Notts County and played for England 
five times. On his fifth and final England game in 1892, 
he was made captain, scoring both goals in a 2-0 victory. 
Well done Harry Daft! Doesn’t it make you proud to 
know that your National football team once had a captain 
named Harry Daft. With a name like that, we hope he 
progressed to being a Simpleton like us, and if he was- 
n’t, he should have been! Let’s drink a draught to Harry 
Daft and Paul Heckingbotham. Proper blokes all round:! 


Ponderment time approacheth. So ponder upon these. 

If they could produce a wine that reduces the number of 
times that chaps of our age have to go to the loo. Would 
it be called “Pino More”? 

100 years ago, everyone owned a horse and only the 
rich had a car Today everyone has a car and only the 
rich have a horse. The stables have turned! 

In the 1940s men faked their age to fight in WWII. In 
2023, do males fake their gender to win women’s sports? 


Enough from me. Think of your esteemed Chairman 
waving around on the windsweptWaverley today. 
Enjoy your PISS meet gents. 


Simply Yours 
Keith. for and on behalf of: 
Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons 


Greetings from the NOBS (Nottingham Order of 
Britannic Simpletons). Sorry to hear of the passing of 
Matron, your original hostess. Please accept the sin- 
cere condolences from all the members of the NOBS. 


We understand your last meeting had a rather delayed 
start due to most of your members preferring to watch 
ladies in shorts running around rather than respond to 
Dave your registrar. 


Even though our members are getting on a bit they too 
still have an eye for the ladies although it’s a bit like a 
dog chasing a bus, if they caught one, they wouldn't be 
able to deal with it. Many of us have been mates for 
years. Fluff, so named as he has always fluffed it with 
the ladies, used to be an icon of how not to do things. 
As a teenager he was lusting after a certain young lady 
at one of the boat club dances. He didn’t know what to 
do so we told him to pay her some compliments. He 
couldn’t get her alone so he waited outside the ladies 
loo for her to come out and then complimented her 
with the immortal line “you don’t sweat much for a fat 
lass” Needless to say, his failure rate was high. 


Chuck is a big British Legion fan, he goes there a lot. 
You may remember we call him “play away”. The other 
night this very unattractive girl came up behind him, 
grabbed his behind and said "you're kind of cute, have 
you got a phone number. Chuck confirmed he had and 
asked if she had a pen. She said, sure, I've got a pen. 
Chuck then suggested she better get back to it before 
the farmer missed her. I think his black eye has 
stopped swelling now. 


Pork chop looks a bit older than he really is due to his 
enormous side burns, which of course also begets his 
name. Anyway, he had a bit of bump in his car the 
other day and hit a really expensive something or 
other. The other driver was an angry young man and 
unpleasant to boot. He shouted at Pork Chop demand- 
ing that he pay £5000 in cash or he would beat him to a 
pulp. Pork Chop says, “woa hold up a bit, I don’t have 
that sort of money. I’ll call my son he trains Dolphins.” 
Pork Chop calls his sons mobile but when his son 
answered the unpleasant driver grabbed the phone 
from Pork Chop and shouts “So you train Dolphins. 
Well your old man just hit and damaged my car so 
you'd better bring me £5000 or I'll beat the crap out you 
as well. 


The son answers and says, OK, give me fifteen minutes 
and I'll be there. In exactly fifteen minutes the son pulls 
up in a jeep. Ten men jump out of the jeep and beat the 
crap out of the unpleasant driver. Meanwhile the son 
walks over to Pork Chop and says “Dad how many 
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A Debut Letter from Nottingham Order of Britannic Simpletons 


times do I have to tell you I don’t train Dolphins, I train 
Seals, Navy Seals. 


Sniffer (nickname something to do with bike saddles I 
think) was at the swimming pool last week. He knows 
he shouldn’t but many people do, so he was taking a pee 
in the pool. Sniffer was telling us he had only just start- 
ed when the lifeguard shouted at him so loudly he near- 
ly fell in. 


Last month I told you about our lions. Nottingham is 
steeped with folk history. Everyone knows about Robin 
Hood but not many know about his death. He actually 
died in bed of old age. Little John and Friar Tuck were 
at his bedside when Robin asked Little John to pass him 
his trusted bow. He took the bow from Little John and 
said to the Friar, I’m going to shoot an arrow and where 
it lands is where I want to be buried which is why Robin 
Hood is one the very few people ever buried in a ceiling. 


You have to be careful how some stories start. Only last 
Thursday I heard that a busy body had said my dog was 
chasing someone on a bike. He was obviously lying, my 
dog doesn’t even have a bike. 


Vinny’s in trouble again. He’d been reading the Tetley 
Tea Bag Box where it said for the best cup of tea you 
should agitate the bag vigorously. So the next 

morning he slapped his missus on the arse and shouted 
“Two sugars fatty”. 


One last thought for the day. If you give a man a duck 
you feed him for a week but if you teach a man to duck 
he'll avoid low flying objects for the rest of his life. 


A topical observation, Nadine Doris is a living example 
of what happens when the ventriloquist dies and the 
dummy keeps talking. 


Once again we lift a glass or two to absent friends and to 
our new friends in the deep south. May you enjoy endur- 
ing good health and we look forward to hearing more 
about your PISS club activities. 


The NOBS 


"We're Putting the Band Back Together.” 
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Chapter Ten - October 2023 


Fellow Simpletons, 


Well, October is here and yes, autumn has arrived with 
the Horse Chestnut tree shedding the beloved conkers, 
and so we have our famous “Conker Fest”!!! I’m sure 
that all Simpletons taking part will, be “FEELING” each 
others Conkers to feel how “Large and Hard” they 
are!!! This is surely sexual harassment. So be careful 
and watch what you say Simpletons you could well 

be mentioned in next month’s report. 


Now reading in the press recently about Russell Brand, 
and all the sexual harassment allegations he has 
against him!!! It is said he is an actor and comedian. 
How right that is especially a “comedian”!!! There is 
nothing funny about what he’s allegedly been up to. 


How many of you Simpletons saw him on the TV saying 
all his encounters were “consensual”? Did you believe 
him??? Consensual means “All parties are in agreement 
that they approve of it”. I wonder how many did??? 

I note from his website that he was in “Despicable Me.” 
Say no more!! 


I have read in the media recently that they have sexual 
harassment in Spain. It is reported that a lady TV 
reporter, live on camera in the street, was tapped on 
the bottom by a passerby. He then had the nerve to ask 
her which channel she was working for!!! He obviously 
wants to see her “ behind” again!!! 


No local news this time as Simpletons behaved them- 
selves last month. 


P.LS.S. 
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Now the rubbish jokes: 


I went fishing this past weekend and there was this guy 
splashing about in the middle of the lake shouting, “I 
can’t swim! I can’t swim!” I said “It’s alright, 

sir” pointing at a nearby sign, “It says no swimming 
anyway.” 


They say that having sex you burn off as many calories 
as running eight miles..... Who runs eight miles in 30 
seconds?? 

I just ordered a chicken and an egg from 

Amazon....... ll let you know! 


The GMC (General Medical Council) have issued 
updated advice to medical staff assessing head injury 
and concussion on victims: Until further notice, do 
not ask who is the Prime Minster. 


And finally, I will try and put these in over the next few 
months.. The World’s stupidest signs. I hope they'll 
make you chuckle!!! 


In a dry cleaner’s 
We do not tear you clothing with machinery. We do it 
carefully buy hand. 


In an ottice 
After tea break staff should empty the teapot and stand 
upside down on thedraining board. 


Sign on the side of a Sussex road 
Slow cattle crossing No overtaking for the next 100 yrs. 


In a London oftice block 
Toilet out of order please use floor below. 


In an employment agency 
Wanted: Ejection seat tester involves a small amount of 
travelling. 


That’s all for now 
Dud SHO 


G'day Bruce. 


Good to talk to you on the phone last week. Sorry you 
aren’t able to write to us this month but I do appreciate 
that it has been a difficult few weeks for you on the 
sporting front. First of all, we knocked you out of the 
Women’s Football World Cup (that’s the Sheila’s World 
Footy Compo), then you have been knocked out of the 
Rugby by Fiji and then lost your first two games in the 
cricket World Cup (although I do accept that, while you 
were thrashed by two of the finest teams in the world 
in India and South Africa, we got beaten by the mighty 
Afghanistan). 


I almost didn’t write after the debacle against 
Afghanistan but changed my mind after England got to 
the rugby semi-finals. I hear that the Australian Post 
Office has had to recall their latest stamps. They had 
pictures of the Australian Rugby test players on them 
and people couldn't figure out which side to spit on. 


The Wallabies rugby practice was delayed nearly two 
hours before the last game after a player reported find- 
ing an unknown white powdery substance on the prac- 
tice field. Head coach Eddie Jones immediately sus- 
pended practice while police and federal investigators 
were called to check it out. After a complete analysis, 
the forensic experts determined that the white sub- 
stance unknown to players was the try line. Practice 
was resumed after they decided the team was unlikely 
to encounter the substance again. 


A Kiwi bloke is having a quiet drink in a Sydney Bar. 


He leans over to the big guy next to him and Ls 


says, "Do you wanna hear an Aussie joke?" 
The big guy replies, "Well mate, before 

you tell that joke you should know something: 
I'm six feet tall, 105kgs and I'm a Wallaby 
forward. The guy sitting next to me is 6'2", 
weighs 115kgs and he's an ex-Wallaby. 
Next to him is a bloke who is 6"5, 
weighs 120 kgs and he's a current 
Wallaby second-rower. Now, do you still 
want to tell that Aussie joke?" The Kiwi 
says, "Nah.....not if I'm going to 
have to explain it three times." 


v 
2 


An Englishman wanted to get ere 
an Irish passport, so he visited } 
his doctor to find outhowtogo \& 3 
about this. "Well" said the doctor, 

"there is a very delicate operation and 
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there is a lot that can go wrong. I will have to remove 
half your brain". "That's OK," said the Englishman. 
"I've always wanted to be Irish and I'm prepared to take 
the risk". The operation went ahead but the 
Englishman woke to find a look of horror on the face of 
the doctor. "I'm so terribly sorry!!" the 

doctor said. "Instead of removing half the brain, I've 
taken the whole brain out". The patient replied, 'No 
worries, mate! That’s fair dinkum" 


What's the difference between the Aussie Rugby team 
and the Sydney harbour Bridge? Not everyone has 
walked over the Sydney harbour bridge. 


Why aren't the Wallabies team members allowed to 
own a dog? Because they can't hold on to a lead. 


What’s the difference between Cinderella and the 
Wallabies rugby team? Cinderella actually made it to 
the ball 


Finally, what does an Australian girl use for protection 
during sex? A bus shelter. 


Talk to you soon, mate. Keep it simple 
Rob and the Purbeck Independent Simpletons Society 


Greetings to you the Simpleton crew, 
Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


Yes it’s October now and the Germans have all cele- 
brated Octoberfest and had a great time drinking copi- 
ous tankards of lager, yet we here in little old Blighty 
are encouraged to go sober in October. Why can the 
Germans have a great time in a month and we can’t? 
Who the hell dreams up this sort of crap? 


Starting from today gentlemen, we will stick one or 
even two fingers up to the country’s party poopers and 
have our very own OKTOBERPIST! Get your orders in 
at the bar now and start how you mean to go on. Look 
upon it as training for Christmas. So that’s October, 
November and December to carry on drinking until the 
New Year, when we can all make resolutions to stop for 
a day or two to allow the liver to recuperate. One must 
think of one’s liver now and then. The liver being the 
largest internal organ in the human body, it must be 
cared for and filled regularly with beer, to help it work 
properly. If we could trade our hearts in for another 
liver, we could all drink more and care less..! The 
largest organ in the human body is the skin. Hence the 
term... having a skinful... So carry on regardless 
gents and raise your glasses to OKTOBERPIST and 
conkers to the killjoys! 


We do admire Roadkill Clive’s safety wear for your 
conker competition today. We do hope all goes well and 
no conkers are hurt in the process. We have to look 
after our conkers don’t we gentlemen, especially at our 
age. Do you still soak them in vinegar to stop them 
going wrinkly? Or are there better ways of keeping 
them big and shiny and ready for action? You will have 
to let us know Clive next time we meet. Can’t beat 
swinging yer conkers eh? Enjoy the day. 


5.H.LT.s. 
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We welcomed a new Simpleton to our group this month. 
Nice chap by the name of Peregrine Sludge. He asked if 
he could bring his neighbour with him as he feels a bit 
sorry for him as he has a bit of a stutter and is very con- 
scious about it. So where else to bring someone with a 
caring and understanding constitution than a Simpleton 
gathering at the local pub? His neighbour, Percy 
Pinkerton... took a while introducing himself ... but was 
was welcomed with open arms into our midst. He and 
Peregrine had a grand time with us and we all ended up 
with a sing song. Mainly because Percy’s stutter was so 
bad, by the time he had told us how his Nana had died, 
we were all singing “Hey Jude.!” No-one can accuse us 
of being stutterist now eh though? 


You have much to do today gents so we will pass with a 
pinch of ponderment. 


What’s the speed of darkness.? 


Richard Gere’s father was named “Gottler.” Was he a 
Swedish ventriloquist? 


If the answer to a question is...“It must be Sir, as you 
are in Specsavers.” Would the question be....“Is self 
abuse bad for my eyesight Doctor?” 


Keep calm and carry on swinging them conkers.. 
Cheers chums. 


Simply Yours 
Keith. tor and on behalf of: 
Stoke’s Humble Independent Team of Simpletons 
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Fellow Simpletons, 


Well November is here and firework night has come 
and gone, I hope none of you Simpletons where 
unlucky and had a rocket up your jacksie!!! 


I have seen in the press recently that the actors etc. in 
Hollywood have called their strike off. I wonder how 
long it will be before we hear of a sexual harassment 
case as a result of the “Casting Couch” being in use!!! 


No more to report from the media, but a lot to report 
locally!!! 


As most of you know, last month’s meeting with the 
conker competition, was very good. Seeing you 
Simpletons belting hell out of each other’s conkers, 
well I think it was their“conkers”??? 


As you all can imagine, quite a few incidents were 
noticed: 


Before the meeting started Simpleton “road kill” Clive, 
commented that it was a bit stiff, he actually meant his 
music stand. I would suggest that you put some lubrica- 
tion on it Clive, and the stand!!! 


Next, Simpleton Pete Ashdown was talking to fellow 
Rod H regarding helping an old lady on the coach. 

I wonder where he put his hands to help her on??? 
Could this have been sexual harassment??? 


Another incident was when Simpleton Pete Ashdown 
climbed over the sexual harassment officer on his way 
to relieve himself. The sexual harassment Officer really 
enjoyed it, and hoped he would soon come back!!! 
When Simpleton Pete A came back relieved, he 
commented “I’m buggered” to something, to which 
Simpleton Chris Hall said “was he”??? 


Another incident before the “Conker” competition start- 
ed was Simpleton Barry said “Any one could handle his 
“helmet”. What did he mean?? We assumed it was the 
one he brought for the competition??? He may eventual- 
ly tell you!! 
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The competition then started and fellow Simpleton 
“road kill” Clive said we can all play together. What did 
he mean by that comment??? 


Then finally it was Simpleton Clive who said he wanted 
to “TOSS” to see who the winner could be of the 
Conker competition. I hope you do not do too much 
“TOSSING” Clive!!! 


And now the jokes: 


A weasel walks into a bar, “Blimey!” says the landlord. 
I’ve never served a weasel before! What can I get you? 
“Pop!” goes the weasel. 


If you think your job is pointless, just consider that 
someone in Germany installs turn indicators in BMWs 


Daffy Duck and Elmer Fudd break into a distillery. 
Daffy turns to Elmer and says” is this whisky?” Elmer 
says” Yeth, but not as whisky as wobbing a bank”. 


News just in of a robbery at a lingerie shop in Bilbao. 
Spanish police are blaming Basque separatists. 


And finally a few more of the Worlds Stupidest signs:- 
Sign in a country lane 

When you can’t see this sign, the river is under water. 
On a farm 

Wanted unmarried girls to pick fresh fruit and produce 
at night. 

Sign in kitchen shop 

Mixing bowl set designed to please a cook with round 
bottom for efficient beating. 

Sign in a church 

A bean supper will be held on Tuesday evening in the 
Church Hall. Music will follow. 

In a jewellery shop 

Have your ears pierced and get an extra pair to take 
home. 

Finally Ad for an American reflexology centre 

We unblock your constipation with our fingers 


That’s all for now, more at Christmas. 
Dud SHO 


Greetings to you the Simpleton crew, 
Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


We find ourselves now in the depths of November. 
Storms have hit us, water everywhere, dark 
mornings and nights since our cocks have gone 
black... sorry... our clocks have gone back. 


Yes it’s all rather dismal. But we Simpletons are stoic 
souls. Our failing brain cell, discards the worries 

of life, the darker parts of current problems and opts 
for the lighter and more joyous side of things. Getting 
together, having a chortle over a beer or two, three, 
four or more? 


There may be a National piss shortage due to our gov- 
ernment taking it all, but there is no shortage of PI.S.S. 
or S.H.LT.S. Simpletons to show the rest of the country 
how to have a good time and live a simple but happy 
existence. So have a beer and raise some cheer. 
Bottoms Up! 


My spirits were raised the other day when I read a 
request in our local ‘Evening Sentinel’ and I nudged the 
wife and said... ‘Look at this.’ It read....“ Is anyone 
interested in a free flight in a helicopter for four people? 
We are still looking for a couple to join us. We leave 
early Sunday morning October 22nd from East 
Midlands airport and will fly to Bournemouth, where 
we will have champagne breakfast in a limousine, that 
will then take us to Sandbanks harbour. We will then 
board a yacht and have lunch. Afterwards, we will fly 
back to East Midlands and have dinner. 


Anyone interested please email me...Preferably some- 
one with some champagne, a helicopter, 
limousine and a yacht please. Otherwise we can’t go.” 


My wife duly smacked me round the lughole with the 
newspaper and flounced off. Stoke on Trent is 
renowned for its friendly inhabitants, but sadly there 
are a few arseholes that still abound. 


Was talking to Ida Machin (nee Minge) the other day 
and she told me that her hubby, Jabez, our Simpleton 
chum, took her completely by surprise the night 
before. She said that Jabez grabbed her by the arm, 
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took her upstairs, threw her on the bed and wrapped 
the duvet over them both. “He hasn’t done anything 
like that for years.” she said. Then he said... “Look at 
me new watch. It glows in the dark.” Ida is a lady who 
has a lot to put up with. She has our sympathy? 


Sad news yesterday. The woman who invented predic- 
tive text has pissed away. Her funfair is next Monkey. 


Sniffer Snodgrass is in trouble again. He stuck his head 
out of the car window and got arrested for mooning! 
The copper said to him, “Have you been drinking. 
What’s in that bottle?’ “Water” he replied. The cop had 
a sniff and said... “That’s wine.” “Good Lord” said 
Sniffer. “Jesus has done it again!” 


He’s currently doing Community Service assisting 
Arbuthnot R. Swipe at the Stoke on Trent sewerage 
farm shop, picking up litter trays. 


Well gentleman. ‘Tis about time to leave you to the rest 
of your Splurge Meeting, so we will peruse on a pinch 
of ponderment to pre-empt Purbeckian proceedings. So 
ponder thusly. 


I was once a male trapped inside a female body. Did it 
stop when I was born? 


If the whole human population held hands at the equa- 
tor. How many would drown? 


If you have never tried archery blindfolded. Would you 
know what you’re missing? 


And finally... 

If someone says to you... “Cheer up man. It could be 
worse. You could be stuck in a hole full of water.” 

Do you think he means well? 


Cheers chums. 

Simply Yours. 

Keith, for and on behalf of: 

Stoke’s Humble Independent Troop of Simpletons 


Talk like a Stokie 


WHUT DUST MAYN AH 
ANNA GOT A_SENSE 


G’day Rob and the Purbeckshire Simpletons, 


It looks like you were a bit previous in taking the piss 
out of our sporting achievements last month. When I 
last looked, we were in the semi-finals and you were 
going home. Some of our batsmen are scoring more 
runs than your entire team. 


Congratulations on your wedding anniversary. Our 
neighbours have been married for 70 years last month. 
I asked him what the secret of such a long and happy 
marriage was. “It’s really very simple,” he explained. 
“Two nights a week, we take time to go out to a restau- 
rant. A quiet dinner, soft music, some candlelight, a 
slow walk home.” He paused, and then added, “She 
goes out on Tuesdays and I go out on Fridays”. 


We went out for a Chinese on our anniversary this year. 
After finishing our food, we cracked open our fortune 
cookies. Sheila’s read, “Be quiet for a little while.” Mine 
read, “Talk while you have a chance.” 


We got a taxi home. I tapped the driver on the shoulder 
to tell him to drop us at the end of our road. He 
screamed, lost control of the car, nearly hit a lamp post, 
went up on the footpath, and stopped inches from a 
shop window. He said, "Look, mate, don't ever do that 
again. You scared the living daylights out of me!" I apol- 
ogized and said, "I didn't realize that a little tap would 
scare you so much." The driver replied, "Sorry, it's not 
really your fault. Today is my first day as a cab driver - 
I've been driving a hearse for the last 25 years. 
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Sheila says I'm gettng fatter, but in my defence, I've 
had a lot on my plate recently. 


A couple of weeks ago when we were getting ready to 
go out, Sheila asked me to pass her lipstick but I acci- 
dentally passed her a glue stick. She still isn't talking to 
me. 


I was sorry to hear about the Sycamore gap tree getng 
cut down on Hadrian’s Wall. We had a similar incident 
here. A guy walks into our enchanted forest and tries to 
cut down a talking tree. 'You can't cut me down," the 
tree exclaims, "I'm a talking tree!'' The man responds, 
"You may be a talking tree, but you will dialogue." 


I was visiting my son the other night when I asked if I 
could borrow a newspaper. “Dad, this is the 21st centu- 
ry,” he said. “I don’t waste my money on newspapers. 
But if you like, you can borrow my iPad.” I can tell you 
this: That spider never knew what hit him. 


Wendell’s girlfriend’s dog died recently, so he bought 
her another, identical one. She just screamed at him 
and said: “What am I meant to do with two dead 
dogs?!?” 


Must get on now. 

Keep it simple 

Bruce and the 

Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 
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I won’t mention the cricket — tis the season of goodwill 
... but we’ve won 6 Cricket World Cups, 2 Rugby Union 
World Cups and 5 Rugby League World Cups — that’s 
13. You’ve won 1 Cricket World Cup, 1 Rugby Union 
World Cup, oh and 1 Football World Cup — that’s 3. 
{i 

5S Now, moving on to Christmas, 
there are 4 stages of lite: 


2. You don’t believe in Santa Claus 
3. You dress up as Santa Claus 
4. You look like Santa Claus! 

kj \& 6] 
Our grandsons were spending the night at our place 
last week. At bedtime, they knelt beside their beds to 
say their prayers and the young one began at the top of 
his voice. "I PRAY FOR A NEW BICYCLE...I PRAY 
FOR A NEW IPOD...I PRAY FOR A NEW PHONE..." 
His older brother leaned over and nudged him and 
said, "Why are you shouting your prayers? God isn't 
deaf." To which the little brother replied, 'No, but 
Grandpa is!" 


The eldest got an electric train set last year. His mother 
was in the kitchen listening to her young son playing 
with it in the lounge. She heard the train stop and her 
son said, "All of you bastards who want off, get the hell 
off now, cause this is the last stop! And all of you sons 
of bitches who are getng on, get your asses in the train, 
cause we're leaving now." 


His mother went nuts and told him, 'We don't use that 
kind of language in this house. Now I want you to go to 
your room and you are to stay there for TWO HOURS. 
When you come out, you may play with your train, but I 
want you to use nice language." Two hours later, he 
comes out of the bedroom and resumes playing with 
his train. Soon the train stopped and the mother heard 
her son say, "All passengers who are disembarking 
from the train, please remember to take all of your 
belongings with you. We thank you for riding with us 
today and hope your trip was a pleasant one. We hope 
you will ride with us again soon." She hears the little 
boy continue, "For those of you just boarding, we ask 


Based in Upper Buckrabendinni - Established 2021 


G'day Rob and the Purbeckshire Simpletons, 


you to stow all of your hand luggage under your seat. 
Remember, there is no smoking on the train. We hope 
you will have a pleasant and relaxing journey with us 
today." As the mother began to smile, the child added, 
"For those of you who are pissed off about the TWO 
HOUR delay, please see the bitch in the kitchen." 


Last Christmas a cop on horseback is sitng at a traffic 
light and next to him is a kid on his brand new bike. 
The cop says to the kid, "Nice bike you got there. Did 
Santa bring that for you?" The kid says, "Yeah." The 
cop says, "Well, next year tell Santa to put a tail-light on 
that bike." The cop then proceeds to issue the kid a $20 
bicycle safety violation ticket. The kid takes the ticket 
and, before the cop rides off, says, 'That's a nice horse 
you got there. Did Santa bring that for you?" 
Humouring the kid, the cop says, "Yeah, he sure did." 
The kid says, "Well, next year, tell Santa to put the dick 
underneath the horse, instead of on top." 


I better get on — lots to do betore Xmas. 

Happy Christmas to all the Purbeck Simpletons 
Bruce and 

The Australian Retired Simpletons Executive 


Fellow Simpletons, 


Well, “Here it is Merry Christmas, everybody’s having 
fun”. I hope Mary doesn’t have too much fun and is 
involved with sexual harassment! Also poor old Holly, 
she has the use of that little “prick” with her, (I mean 
the one at the end of her leaf!) Now what about our 
Chairman Chris I hope he doesn’t ring Jackie’s bell 
over the Christmas period. (I mean the one she uses as 
Town Cryer)! Not too much to report from the media 
and what is there is rather boring! 


No local reports so, as it’s Christmas, many silly jokes. 


A pirate goes to the Doctor and says to him “Can you 
have a look at my moles?” After careful examination, 
the doctor says “Don’t worry they’re benign”. The 
pirate replies “No. Look again, there be ten”. 


Doctor, Doctor, I can’t stop stop saying saying every- 
thing everything twice twice. OK Mr Smith I'll give you 
a repeat prescription. 


A woman asks a man who is travelling with six chil 
dren, “Goodness, are all these kids yours?” The man 
replies, sarcastically “No, I work in a condom factory. 
These are the customer complaints”. 


The irony of life is that, by the time you’re old enough 
to know your way around, you’re not going anywhere. 


My wife’s had an accident on a volcano. Krakatoa? No. 
She broke her leg. 


My half brother and I are no longer allowed to play 
with saws. 


My friend has just told me that due to the cost of living 
crisis, he can’t afford to pay his water bill. I sent him a 
GET A WELL SOON card. 


After being married for thirty years, a wife asked her 
husband to describe her. He looked at her for a while, 
then said, “You are A,B,C,D,E,FK.G,H,LJ,K”. She asked 
him “What does that mean?” He said “Adorable, 
Beautiful, Cute, Delightful, Elegant, Foxy, Gorgeous, 
Hot.” She smiles happily and said “Oh, that’s so love- 
ly...what about I,J,K?” He said I’m Just Kidding!” 

The swelling in his eye is beginning to go down. 


A young woman walked into a church wearing a 
diaphanous blouse, and nothing underneath it.“You 
can’t come in here looking like that!” exclaimed the 
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priest. “I have a divine right!” she responded. “You 
have a divine left as well, but you still can’t come in!” 


Gloria Gaynor invited 6 people to dinner, only 5 turned 
up. “Never mind” she said “I will servefive.” 


I’m going to The British Museum later this afternoon. 
Does anyone want anything? 


Some for ponderment: 
If a bottle of poison reaches its expiration date, is it 
more poisonous or is it no longer poisonous. 


As I’ve grown older, I’ve learned that pleasing everyone 
is impossible, but pissing everyone off is a piece of 
cake! 


I’m not saying I’m old and worn out, but I make sure 
I’m nowhere near the curb on bin day. 


My wife says I keep pushing her buttons. If that were 
true, I would have found mute by now. 


Hard to believe I once had a phone attached to a wall, 
and when it rang I picked it up without knowing who 
was calling. 


And finally: Stupid signs. 

Sent to residents of a Wiltshire parish - Due to increas- 
ing problems with litter louts and vandals we must ask 
anyone with relatives buried in the graveyard to do 
their best to keep them in order. 


In a safari park - Elephants please stay in your car. 


That’s all 

A Merry Christmas and Happy New year to all 
Simpletons here and in Stoke. 

Dud SHO 


Greetings to you the Simpleton crew, 
Bob, Caroline & Joe too. 


Another year endeth since we last wrote to you. 
But still we continue to strive on through. 

Fun, laughter and drivel with alcohol brew, 
Means we still remain friends as Simpletons do. 


Greetings to you dear Simpletons of Purbeckland. Yes 
another year draws to an end and we find ourselves at 
Christmas time yet again. The time of year when we 
are forced to be jolly and meet family and friends and 
be gracious to all and sundry. When really, all we want 
to do is curl up alone and sup something strong in front 
of a warm fire, radiator, or heat pump type thingy. 


Yes Christmas divides us. Are we ho ho ho or no no 
no? It’s a time of year for younger folk than us I think. 
Kids love it obviously, as Santa empties his sack for 
them on a yearly basis. In these “WOKE” times. Is that 
still legal? 


The “Round Table” chaps were outside our local 
Sainsbury’s last week, one of them sat on a makeshift 
sleigh, dressed as Father Christmas, doing his best to 
be jovial...so I hailed until him...“Hello Santa. I’m look- 
ing forward to seeing you Christmas Eve!” He 
replied...“You won't see me, but I will see you!” I 
replied...“Yes. I’ve heard of people like you!” His elves 
were much amused. Not sure if he was. 


Pub quiz night in the Firkin and Ferret last week didn’t 
go too well. Questions were of a biblical theme. 
Question 1). Who was born in a stable? Someone 
answered “Red Rum!” 

Question 2) What is Damascus famous for? “It kills 99% 
of all known germs!” 

Question 3) What happened to the disciples when they 
went to Mount Olive? 

“Popeye kicked three shades of shit out of them!” 


It was at that point that the quizmaster gave up and 
turned on the karaoke full blast. 


S.HLLT.S. 


Stoke’s Humane Independent Trust for Simpletons 


yim wl 


HQ: Ourgate & Back, near Stoke-on-Trent. We came, we saw, we pondered 
Exmus Pissus 2023 


oo 


I asked our Simpleton chum and retired Saggar 
Maker’s Bottom Knocker, Jabez Machin, if he was look- 
ing forward to Christmas, to which he replied “No not 
really. Never have done. I blame my dad. He always 
made us move house before Christmas as he was 
scared stiff of Santa Claus finding out where we lived 
and it’s stuck with me ever since!” 


Sniffer Snodgrass told me that he’d got Christmas 
things in his pockets. So through bated breath I asked 
what? “I’ve got a lighter. That represents a festive 
candle. Then in my other pocket I’ve got a set of keys 
that makes a noise like jingle bells. Then in my top 
pocket, I’ve got a bra and knickers.!” “ What the hell is 
that to do with Xmas.2” I asked. “They’re Carol’s!” 


With that I bade him a hasty goodnight and went to the 
pub where I bumped into Cuthbert Comely. He was in 
a good mood having had a bellyful of beer. 


He asked me how we had coped with the heavy snow- 
fall the other week? I said that I didn’t go out until it 
turned to rain. 


How about you Cuthbert? He said...“I couldn't get over 
the wife’s reaction to it. She just stood there for over 
two hours looking at the snow through the window. 
When it got worse after 3 hours, I thought it best to let 
her in!” Again I departed to another place. 


You will be pleased to know that the Christmas tree 
and lights have been put up around Hanley Park Lake. 
It s a yearly ritual that Stoke Council do, but is totally 
futile. 


Some local ‘celebrity’ comes along, like Arbuthnot R 
Swipe, our chief head of all things sewerage of Stoke 
on Trent, or Robbie Williams...dressed as Santa and 
flicks the switch to turn on the lights. But just as the 
Mayor’s Skoda with them in it, pulls out of the park, 
the next acid, sulphuric eruption of the lake, fuses 
everything and it all ends until the next eruption lights 
up the night sky. 


Total waste of money. Just let the lake do its job. We 
don’t need fairy lights at all especially 
when the Xmas tree sets alight too! 


A pinch of ponderment to permeate the pate ensues... 


The British team of chess players bragging about their 
win in the World Championships in a hotel lobby ... 
Would that be ... Chess nuts boasting in an open foyer? 


BETHEHEM... Could that be the First No L? 


And lastly... The earliest recorded carol singers are 
pictured on the Bayeux Tapestry as soldiers from 
North West France. Could they have been The Brittany 
Spears? 


So gentlemen ... as another year of North WITH XMAS WELLY MEANING 
Midland S.H.I.TS. drivel floats by and bobs 
away into oblivion ... we think it may be fitting I’m walking backwards for Xmas, across the Irish Sea. 


to round up proceedings with a festive ode to I’d normally run across the sea, but I’ve got a keggy knee. 

go with your poem/limerick theme today. I’m going to see old Santa Claus, he’s in a shop in Dublin town, 
Me wellies are old, so I want new ones, to stop me sinking down. 

I am pinching the first line and only the first Santa wears wellies, so he’s the man, to ask to save me soles, 

line ... from a comedy hero of mine, Spike But if he can’t, I'll ask his elves, if they can repair the holes, 

Milligan, who broadcast it many years ago. ‘Cos I need to get back across the Sea in time for a Xmas treat, 

Hope he and you don’t mind. To see The Purbeck Crew and have the craic, at their Xmas 
Simpleton Meet! 


Happy Christmas and welly meaning to you all. 
Keep your spirits high and your beer glass tall. 


Cheers chums 

Simply Yours. 

Keith, for and on behalf of 

Stoke’s Humble Independent Troop of Simpletons. 
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P.LS.S. Christmas Poem 2023 
Winning entry by Clive Pritchard 


As Christmas comes To Wareham Toon 
The PISS club mee?s in the Horse and Groom 
/t the Christmas meeting of the club of PISS 
A Gathering that no one should miss 


With the Matron Caroline and the Guvnor Bob 
We'll drink Dorset Gold, Knob or maybe Proper Job 
Whether grey or balding or straggly of hair 
We will all enjoy the Christmas Fare 


Purbeck Independent Simpletons Society 
Register is taken then there is a variety 
Of lefrers and emails with many a joke 
Sent by other Independent Simple folk 


Among them the FOOLS the KNOBS and the SHITS 
Reqaling us with their excellent Wits 
We remember when Blackberry Orange and Apple were just fruits, 
When Doctors and Teachers all wore suits 


We remember when a tweet was the sound of a bird 
And when a tart was rarely followed by a turd. 
/t could be said that we are not very woke 
We come from a time when if you have a penis you were a bloke 


Now its he or she or they 
Sometimes you don't know what ro say 
But Gentlemen can Tell you this. 

/ know its tun to meet and get on the PISS 


Download 
another copy of 
The Chronicles 

here 


Please make a 
donation to our charity 
Prostate Cancer 
Research 


